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Chapter 1 - Mushroom Sticks

As Elijah Gordeaux, a teen from a remarkably average American suburb, sat down to breakfast on a gray November morning, he had no reason to suspect that his humdrum life was soon to become much more agreeable.


Tall and of average weight, with a long angular face, short black hair and bright green eyes, he scanned the kitchen blearily, still trying to shake sleep’s fugue. The scene before him was, unsurprisingly, the same as it was every day, the same as it had been for the last twelve months, since his parents died and a family of five was cut to three – himself and two sisters.


Savannah was the older of those sisters. At eighteen years old, she had been legally an adult when they were orphaned, and was the only reason the Gordeaux children had not been forced to relocate to another state and live with unfamiliar relatives (who, as a formality and without any real love, sent paychecks every month). She was much shorter than her little brother, standing more than a head lower than him, and had the kind of body which drove Elijah’s sex-crazed mind to distraction; dangerous curves defined her tanned form, from wide hips to shapely legs, a slim torso to ample breasts which, in her brother’s estimation, were easily J-cups. Like Elijah, her face’s features were well-defined, but were soft and feminine, with plump pink lips, delicate eyebrows and blue eyes framed by thick eyelashes. Long hair descended past her shoulders, naturally black but dyed with blond streaks, a combination which he was beginning to think had been settled on as permanent.


Irresistibly alluring as her body was, Elijah had been around it long enough not to stare -- not openly, at least. While Savannah was much gentler and more soft-spoken than younger sister Mara, he had seen her lose her temper before, and had no intent of inviting her wrath. As she bustled about the kitchen, organizing dishes and pots, she was of little more interest to him than the room’s bland wallpaper, constantly jiggling bosom or no.


Mara sat to his left-hand side at the dining table, just like always. Savannah was considerably shorter than Elijah, and Mara was even more so, standing at just over five feet tall. Her size, he had long since determined, was deceptive – she was a fierce little thing, although that was perhaps more because of her size than in spite of it. Her face was still cute and round, but puberty, which had clearly kicked in over recent months, was poised to bring it more in line with the Gordeaux angularity – it was certainly having a noticeable effect on her body. Her breasts were still on the smaller side, B-cups, but her hips had rounded out explosively, becoming wide and alluring, and her ass was remarkably big and round for such a small frame. Large green eyes, with eyelashes as thick as her sister’s, stared down a lightly freckled nose at a plate of scrambled eggs. Her hair was brown, with untamed bangs which usually covered her eyebrows, but an overall length which did not descend too far past the nape of her neck.


Yes, Elijah’s sisters, the young women he shared a two-bedroom apartment with, were undeniably beautiful. He recognized this sometimes, with the academic and somewhat tortured air of any male living with hot relatives, but today, as ever, all he could think about was the grinding daily routine ahead of him.


Apparently reading his thoughts, Savannah glanced at him over his shoulder as he sat down and set into his breakfast with a mechanical lack of enthusiasm. “You work today, don’t you, Elijah?”


“Mm,” Elijah grunted around a mouthful of microwaved bacon. Since his parents’ death, he had become the only wage earner of the family. Sure, distant relatives sent in money every month, but it wasn’t enough to pay the bills. Savannah was an ace student, poised to win a scholarship to a prestigious college, and needed to focus on her studies; Mara was too young, still, to work. Elijah had stepped up. For the past several months, he had donned the uniform of local tech retailer Radio Hut five days a week, usually after school.


Savannah smiled at him. “I’ll make sure there’s food in the fridge when you get home.” Striding up to the table and taking her seat to his right, she reached out and ruffled her little brother’s hair.


“Thanks,” Elijah grumbled, unable to decide which was more irksome: the invasion of his hair’s sovereignty, or the repetition of the same conversation she initiated every damn morning.


Mara, resting her cheek on one upheld hand and mauling a hapless cluster of eggs with a fork held in the other, didn’t look up as she spoke. “When are you gonna get a real job?”


“Mara,” Savannah warned, blue eyes flashing.


“I mean, I’ve been to Radio Hut,” the younger girl continued, unfazed. “That place really sucks. It’s just depressing. And your boss is a total perv.”


Elijah knew she was trying to goad him, and while she succeeded in provoking a brief spark of annoyance in him, his only response was a dull stare. Once upon a time, he had gotten along splendidly with Mara. They had been best friends during early childhood, always playing together; but along with a much more feminine form, puberty had apparently also brought with it the gift of Bitchiness. She had been unrelenting in teasing and mocking him for so long that he could barely remember the laughing and frequently hugging incarnation of months past.


 “What do you mean, his boss is a perv?” Savannah shot back, presumably having decided that if Elijah would not muster a retort, she would do it for him. She really was making an effort at playing guardian and moderator to her brother and sister, Elijah had to give her that much.


 “I mean exactly what it sounds like,” Mara replied in a disinterested tone. Her fork grated against the plate as she succeeded in beheading an ornate arrangement of eggs. Elijah briefly wondered if taking the trouble to arrange an egg victim only to kill it was the behavior of a future serial killer. “He was totally imagining me naked. Every time I looked at him his piggy little eyes were on my butt.”


It is a nice butt, a voice in the back of Elijah’s mind reasoned in his boss’s defense. Still, he actually believed his sister’s story. His boss was a middle-aged man who claimed to be from an African state. He was big, greasy, spoke broken English, and flirted relentlessly with every woman who walked into his store, which was likely responsible in no small part for the overwhelmingly male nature of its customer base.


Savannah rolled her eyes. “You’ve become such a little drama queen. Get over yourself.” She indicated Elijah with a spoon, which, he noted, was being wielded not dissimilarly to a sword. “Elijah’s the only reason we have enough money to put food on the table. Crappy job or not, we need that money.”


Elijah arched an eyebrow. Gee, thanks for the stirring defense, sis.


“I am not a drama queen,” Mara exclaimed, managing to sound tragically wounded and outraged at the same time. She turned to Elijah. “You agree with me, right? Your boss is a total perv.”


Both sisters fixed blazing eyes on their brother. Elijah knew that whatever he said was bound to piss off one of them. Such was the nature, he had learned, of living with two young women.


Arranging as diplomatic an answer as he could, he put down his utensil and dabbed at his mouth with a napkin. “Both of you guys are right,” he sighed. “The job sucks, mister Ulan is a pig, and we need the money. I’m gonna go wait in the car.”


He stood, hauled his backpack over his shoulder, and left the room, smugly aware that he was leaving two sisters rendered temporarily dumbstruck by how bizarrely un-dramatic his words had been.







Mara had only been a freshman at the high school her siblings attended for three months. Before, in middle school, she took the bus. Already, after such a short time of sharing the cramped green Sedan left to Savannah by their parents, the daily routine of driving to school felt like something she’d endured for centuries.


She sat alone in the back of the car, back pressed against the door and legs sprawled out on the two free seats beside her, while Elijah sat in the front passenger seat and Savannah drove. The young girl was wearing black tights under her short shorts, with colorful socks climbing up from under her equally colorful sneakers. Only her coat was objectively suited to the cold weather. The seats beneath were cold, and Mara enjoyed the weird sensation of rubbing her thinly covered legs subtly along their surface.


The world had been very confusing for her ever since their parents died. Not only was she left to deal with the loss of her mother and father, but with the sometimes frightening changes bursting out all over her body, as well. She had long prided herself on being a ‘tomboy.’ Whenever young Elijah was out playing with his basketball, or watching gory movies, or playing video games, she was there with him. She had often wished that she, too, was born a boy, so that Elijah’s friends wouldn’t treat her weirdly when they visited. She just wanted to fit in with them. The girls at school were so boring.


Now, she couldn’t deny her femininity any longer, and that scared her. Recently she was keeping her winter coat on all day at school, even though the building interior was plenty warm and she often became uncomfortably hot. Stifling heat, to her, was preferable to letting anyone see the breasts blossoming on her chest. She wasn’t religious, but she prayed at night, sometimes, that she wouldn’t take after her mother and older sister. Boobs as big as theirs would be much harder to conceal.


Her butt was already a lost cause, much to her chagrin. One day it had been perfectly normal, and it felt like the next day she had woken up to find it exploded to freakish proportions, wide and round and jiggly and way too noticeable, no matter what clothing she wore. It made her feel fat, and she was convinced all the stares directed at her butt, from wide-eyed boys and conspiratorially whispering girls, were because it made her look fat.


Worst of all, though, was the irritability. She couldn’t remember the last time she felt in control of her emotions. She found herself lashing out at Elijah, who she loved more than anything in the world (though she would never tell him that, especially not now). She was never particularly close to Savannah, who she had always found disdainfully and quintessentially ‘girly,’ but now it seemed like they argued every day. The anger that caused these eruptions always felt real at first, but afterwards she was only confused. With her parents abruptly stolen from her and her body changing, nothing made sense, least of all her sudden temper.


She became aware that Elijah was staring at her over his shoulder. She glared. “What?”


“You didn’t hear me?”


Mara managed to keep her stern expression from slipping. She hadn’t heard him. Was she going deaf now? Was a fat butt and lumps on her chest not punishment enough for her poor body? “What do you think?”


Elijah, as ever, remained wearily stone-faced, unresponsive to her venom. Mara’s heart ached. Just once, she wished he would lash out at her, too. But she knew he wouldn’t; he had always been so nice to her, even defending her in front of his friends when they teased her as kids.


“I asked if you were liking the school so far,” he said quietly, turning back around to face front. “Sorry to bother you.”


Mara almost slipped. She almost apologized and gave him a heartfelt answer. No, she wasn’t liking the school – the boys stared at her too much and the girls talked behind her back more than ever and the work was harder.


Instead, she hardened her softening, suddenly vulnerable face and resolutely turned back to the window, watching the scenery pass, ignoring the warring influences in her mind and body.







Savannah reflected, as she breezed down the school hallway toward her homeroom, that it was a sorry state of affairs indeed when she actually looked forward to spending a day locked up in classrooms, where at least she didn’t have to endure the pressure of being guardian to her younger siblings.


It had been the only choice, as far as she was concerned. After they were left alone, they could either have taken care of themselves or moved away from the town they’d lived in for their entire lives to stay with relatives they hardly knew. Being eighteen, the decision was Savannah’s, but she knew that her siblings agreed with her when she chose to try making their own way.


Still, the pressure was daunting at times. Elijah was easy enough – he worked dutifully, cleaned up after himself, did well in school, and rarely lost his temper. When he did, it was only because either she or Mara were on his ass about something. Mara was a different story. For the first few months, things were normal, but then puberty kicked into vicious overdrive. Not a day passed when she didn’t confront Savannah about something, be it how long she took in the bathroom, how loudly she breathed while she slept, or how poorly she cooked.


Savannah was strong. Outwardly she was soft-spoken and gentle, but she had the determination and stubbornness of her father. She never backed down from Mara’s outbursts, and though they didn’t stop, she knew they could be worse. She took care of the finances efficiently and without missing a tick. And most importantly of all, she kept her nose to the grindstone, building up a flawless academic career and maintaining a grade point average which was bound to establish her as class valedictorian and send her to a prestigious school. Once she graduated from college and got a good job, the Gordeaux family would suffer financial difficulties no longer.


Savannah noticed three hulking young men walking in her direction. She recognized them instantly. It was the quarterback for the school’s football team and his two cronies. The quarterback was a towering specimen, thick-muscled and with a square face that most of Savannah’s peers found dreamy. She thought he looked unfortunately like a squashed waffle.


He held his hands out to either side as their crossing paths took them close to each other. He let his eyes linger deliberately, first on her bust – straining against a gray turtleneck sweater – and then on her legs, concealed by tight blue jeans. “Lookin’ fly, Gordeaux!”


His omnipresent cronies held fists to their mouths and made appreciative noises. Savannah, resigned to this treatment after enduring it for five-odd years – her body had developed around the eighth grade, and she was now a high school senior – gave them a strained smile that didn’t reach her eyes. Satisfied, the three lugs moved on, commenting loudly on her assets.


Savannah kept her chin held high. She refused to whore out like so many other girls, bearing so much skin that they might as well have worn nothing at all, but she wouldn’t be ashamed of her body, either. She was more than aware that she was, by any definition of the word, ‘hot.’ She was even proud of the huge breasts she’d been endowed with, after overcoming her initial dismay with them years before. She looked forward to finding a good, decent man to appreciate her body, as well as her mind.


The problem was that a man like that seemed not to exist. She yearned desperately, by now, to fall in love and be loved, but none of the guys in her school, or even in her town, fit the bill. Every potential partner had turned her off in some way or other, almost always with displays of immature behavior. She wanted a man, not an overgrown child. Call her old-fashioned, but she wanted someone who would make her feel safe and cherished, who she could debate fiercely with and still curl up against, feeling his strong arms wrap around her.


She was very frustrated, romantically and, more basically, sexually – she dared not admit it to her friends, but she was still a virgin, had not even progressed past a first kiss years before, even while every other girl bragged about their sexual adventures. She recognized that a good deal of such talk was probably fictitious, a result of pop culture’s obsession with sex, but the aching hunger in her body could not be denied. She was perfectly ripe, ready to give and more than ready to receive. She just wasn’t ready to settle. She was Savannah Gordeaux, and she was not ashamed to admit that she had standards.


Savannah sighed as she opened the door to her homeroom and entered. Maybe she should just go lesbian. She certainly appreciated the female body. The problem was that it was the thought of hard male musculature and dicks that made her feel hot and breathless, not soft curves and pussies.


She wondered if she would ever find her Prince Charming. For now, she was juggling heading a household, excelling in heavy academic workloads, and applying to colleges – but soon, that academic workload would be even heavier, in college, and she’d be working a job on the side of it all.


Savannah knew one thing: she had to find a solution soon, or her desperation might drive her to the crime of settling, maybe even on the dimwitted football quarterback. After all, she reasoned forlornly, if you haven’t eaten in days and the only restaurant around is a fast food joint, sometimes you just gotta suck it up and take the hit.







Mara still considered Elijah to be her best friend – although he likely would have contested that judgment, if she admitted as much aloud – but for some years, she had settled on half-heartedly granting the title to her fellow freshman, a girl named Heather. Being friends with a girl was, frankly, distasteful and boring. There weren’t any like her, who liked boyish things; it seemed to Mara that all of the girls in the school were prattling, appearance-obsessed sluts. But she couldn’t bring herself to try and befriend a guy. The last time she tried, in the seventh grade, it had quickly become awkward as he tried to turn their relationship into a romantic one.


Reaching the conclusion that all boys would only try to kiss her and that being a loner simply wasn’t an option, Mara settled on tolerating Heather. She kept contact to a minimum outside of school, arranging get-togethers only as often as was necessary to keep the ‘friendship’ alive.


Heather was the least ‘girly’ option Mara had been able to find, but that wasn’t saying much in their school community. The girl was a brunette, like Mara, but her hair was long and painstakingly maintained to a blinding shine (a process Heather had once tried to share before being promptly shot down). She was a little awkward looking, with a chest even less developed than Mara’s and lanky proportions, but her face was admittedly pretty, and she assured anyone who would listen that all of the women in her family were late bloomers.


Mara found Heather, as she always did, after the second class of the day, waiting by her locker. Still troubling over how she treated Elijah in the car earlier, she had to put effort into her smile. Not bothering with a verbal greeting, she opened her locker and tried to find a science textbook in the horrific catastrophe that was the result of her organizational skills.


Heather chewed gum loudly and leaned against the neighboring locker. She stared wistfully into the sea of students swarming past them in both directions. “Boys are so gross sometimes.”


Her breakfast reflections on Elijah’s boss still fresh in her mind – he really had been staring at her ass when she stopped by Radio Hut recently – Mara enjoyed a rare moment of genuine agreement with Heather. “Yeah.”


Heather gnawed and chewed and grated. Mara knew a cue when she saw one. Struggling not to roll her eyes, she obliged. “Why? Did something happen?”


Feigning indifference even though Mara knew perfectly well she was ecstatic at the opportunity to gossip, Heather shrugged. “No. Well, kinda. Nothing happened to me.” Eyes glowing – she was in her element – she turned to Mara and scooted closer. “But I totally saw Brandon jerking it.”


Brandon was Heather’s boyfriend. With proportions even lankier than hers, they were a match made in heaven.


Mara furrowed her brow. She knew, abstractly, what ‘jerking it’ meant – it was a reference to male masturbation – but she had never really given the concept much thought. Suddenly, it was all she could think about. Her nose wrinkled in distaste. She’d sneaked a couple of cursory glances at pornography in her time. Dicks were weird-looking, like sticks with mushrooms on top. The thought of a guy stroking his own mushroom stick struck her as even more monstrously gross than Mr. Ulan’s undressing her with his eyes. “Ew. He did it in front of you?”


“No,” Heather scoffed, looking scandalized, and then she giggled in a way that was almost but not quite disgusting to Mara. “He thought he was alone. I was supposed to be helping his mom set up dinner. When I went up to get him he was sitting at his computer and – just – working away at it.” She made a jerking motion with one hand for emphasis.


A weird kind of warmth fluttered in Mara’s stomach – and somewhere lower, which made her feel nice and weird at the same time – but revulsion still worked at her face. “Ewww,” she said again. “Did you stop him?”


“Eventually,” Heather said with a smug grin, looking for all the world like she’d discovered the lost city of Atlantis rather than a teenage boy pleasuring himself. “I had to watch for a little while, y’know? I’d never seen his…thing before.”


Mara could only shake her head, closing her locker. Suddenly, she wasn’t quite so sure she wanted to be a boy. They were all perverts. What could be grosser than tugging at your own wiener? Not to mention how gross the wiener itself was. Stick with a mushroom head.


The warmth in her secret place returned for a moment.


Heather joined her as she began to walk down the hallway, headed for her next class. “So?” she asked, leaning in close and lowering her voice. “You have a brother. Ever catch him…you know?”


Mara stopped in her tracks. Anger was her first reaction – how dare this skank accuse her hero of doing something so disgusting – but then doubt swallowed her. He was a boy. He did spend a lot of time locked up in his room.


Aloud, she said, “No! That’s just creepy. Elijah wouldn’t do that.”


Heather eyed her with the exaggerated patience of a mother trying to reason with a stubborn child. “He’s a dude. They all do it.” She shrugged in a self-satisfied kind of way. “They can’t help it.”


“He’s my brother,” Mara retorted, resuming her trek. “I don’t wanna think about it, weirdo.”


Heather laughed, and the subject was dropped.


But it did not leave Mara’s thoughts. It became all she could think about. Did Elijah jerk off? In the apartment they shared, for that matter, separated from his sisters only by a relatively thin wall? The concept of such depravity taking place so close to her, perpetrated by the brother she’d always worshipped, was the worst crime she could imagine. Suddenly, Elijah seemed less like a martyr, a morally flawless victim of her own instability, and more like a slimy, piggish pervert.


I need to know, she resolved, only half paying attention to her teacher as he droned on about some equation or other. I need to know if he’s doing it. I need to catch him doing it.


And if I do, he’s not getting away with it.



Chapter 2 - Espionage


There were a lot of televisions arranged around the local Radio Hut. They were always playing some recent movie or other, audio turned off, colors blaring. Mister Ulan specifically chose the most colorful movies possible, apparently under the impression that color alone would be enough to sway customers to cough up their money – but most of the attention paid the products was probably due to all of the female skin on display. Ulan didn’t just demo movies based on their color palettes. They needed gratuitous sex appeal, too.


Elijah stared at one of those televisions now. School had dismissed two hours ago, and he had another two hours of work to endure before he could head home. Not that he was particularly looking forward to getting there; his sisters were almost always bickering over some trivial thing when he showed up, and he had the usual hours of homework, besides.


This was the most relaxing part of his day, though meandering around the basketball court during gym class and deliberately staying out of the action was a close second. The fourty-two inch display television near the cash register was playing a movie he hadn’t seen before. That was a minor miracle – he had recently endured two weeks of watching the same crappy sci-fi movie, and before that, two weeks of a crappy action film. The cycle was endless. Ulan was the only one in the store with the authority to change sample DVDs, and he always took his sweet time.


Watching an impossibly handsome and musclular man torment over his two-dimensionally unfortunate past while accompanied by a lovely woman with impractically sparse clothing given their harsh fictional surroundings, Elijah brooded over his life.


He hadn’t taken as long as his sisters, Mara in particular, to get over their parents’ death. He didn’t think that crying over it helped anything, and there were too many pressing concerns to waste time mourning. He fully agreed with Savannah’s decision not to move in with relatives across the country, but it couldn’t be argued that it was the harder of the two choices. Three teens with hardly any experience with life’s harsh realities were suddenly hurled right in the thick of it. If it wasn’t for Elijah’s part-time work at Radio Hut, and the respectable paycheck it provided, their standard of life would be even lower than it already was. It sometimes seemed a wonder that there was food on the table at all.


At the core of it though, Elijah’s unhappiness – and he was fundamentally unhappy, that much was certain – wasn’t because of those things. It was because he was lonely. He loved his sisters, but with Mara suddenly choosing to avoid or antagonize him, the companionship they offered was shallow. He was never particularly close to older sister Savannah, who, despite being only a year his elder, matured mentally much faster, developing interests in a universe he didn’t understand.


And so he was left with two sisters who felt more like roommates, no mother or father, and practically no friends to speak of. He had people he spoke to at school, even visited periodically, but no one he could really talk to. No best friend to confide in. Every negative emotion – helplessness at his circumstances, hurt feelings and bitterness at Mara’s change in behavior, isolation among his peers – was buried deep inside, festering and rotting somewhere inside of him. He feared that one day, he wouldn’t be able to repress it all anymore. At what point did a life riddled with disappointment, where contentment became increasingly hard to come by, become unbearable?


First world problems, he thought to himself, as he always did when his self-pity threatened to reach absurdity.


Elijah exhaled heavily through his nose. The man in the movie was locked in a passionate kiss with the counterproductively dressed woman. That was another thing – he really needed a fucking girlfriend. He knew he was only seventeen, but he hadn’t even kissed a girl yet. It was difficult, of course, to reach that threshold when the mere act of a girl looking in his direction caused him to blush furiously and forget how to form words coherently.


Bells tinkled nearby. Elijah knew what that meant. The door to his boss’s office was adorned with a string of obnoxiously loud bells, complete with correspondingly rage-inducing multicolored bean bags bearing what were supposed to be cute slogans (“Jingle my bells!” “I’m such a bell-end”). Heavy breathing moved in his direction.


“Hi, mister Ulan,” Elijah said dully.


“Meestah Gordeaux,” Ulan rumbled in his deep voice, flaying the English language as he always did with abandon. The heavyset man joined him behind the counter, his beady little eyes surveying the store before them. Eventually his gaze reached the same television his employee was staring at. The two of them watched in silence for a moment.


“My sto-wah is empty,” Ulan remarked sagely.


Assuming that ‘sto-wah’ was a substitute for the word ‘store,’ Elijah nodded slowly, running his tongue along the inside of his cheek. Sometimes he just didn’t know how to respond to his boss’s statements.


“Tell me, meestah Gordeaux.” Ulan rested his elbows on the countertop. “If you wuh in my pozeeshun, how would you att-lact more custuhmahs?”


It took Elijah a second to recover from his surprise. In his months working at Radio Hut, his interactions with Ulan had largely consisted of assenting to orders or laughing dutifully at some of the worst jokes he’d ever heard. Either this was the setup for another such joke, or his flawless work attendance and politeness was finally being recognized with a say in things.


Thinking back to breakfast that morning, he nearly advised his boss to stop blatantly ogling shopping women, but thought better of it. “I’ve noticed you don’t put any advertisements in local media, sir. That could help. A commercial spot on a local channel, or a banner in the newspaper. Most people don’t come toward this part of town unless they’re leaving.” The store was located near a highway exit.


Ulan said nothing. He worked his lips, squinting out into the store. Elijah watched him with bated breath, feeling good about his answer. It was true that he never saw ads for the business, and since most people bought their tech online nowadays, it was vital to get the word out. Maybe his advice would start a new era for the little tech retailer, and he would reap the reward. A hike in pay never hurt.


His ears twitched in anticipation as Ulan finally said something.


“Eez that dee-splay crooked?”


Elijah’s heart sank. Reluctantly he looked toward the shelf Ulan was indicating. A few boxes were, in fact, slightly askew. “Yes, sir.”


Ulan clapped him on the back and started trudging back toward his office. “Feeks that for me, would you? Good mahn.”


Elijah obliged, all the while imagining himself trashing the store and throwing his uniform at Ulan’s fat feet.


When was he going to get a real job?







While her brother was hating his life, Mara was running reconnaissance.


Savannah was locked up in the room the girls shared, doing homework. The older sister’s routine rarely changed. She would be in there for the rest of the night, headphones blaring music into her ears, having already thrown that night’s leftovers into a plate for Elijah to eat when he got home. Usually, Mara took advantage of the silence by watching a movie or doing her own homework, but there were more important things to be done that night.


There was a crime taking place under their roof, Mara was sure of it now. Her brother – her sweet, sweet brother! – had become a pig, like all the other boys on Earth. She could see him in her mind’s eye, just as she’d seen Heather’s boyfriend earlier, panting like an idiot and jerking on his mushroom stick. Someone capable of such lewdness knew no morals. He probably even thought of her and Savannah while he did it.


Mara pulled a face at this thought, but it for some reason it made the warm tingly feeling in her stomach and groin stronger than ever. She didn’t know what it was. She ignored it. Probably just revulsion so strong she’d never felt it before.


As the youngest of the Gordeaux siblings surveyed Elijah’s dimly lit room, she berated herself for not seeing the truth before. Her pure adulation for Elijah had rendered her blind. Even now, she couldn’t quite pinpoint why the thought of him masturbating polluted her mental image of him so badly. After all, a reasonable voice in the back of her mind said, did it change how nice he was to her, even while she acted like – well, like a complete bitch to him? Did it change how gently he’d always played with her when they were younger, or how she’d once thought that if she ever did get married, she wanted a husband just like him –


Of course it did! Mara shook her head, scowling. She opened his closet, which was sparse save for a box of neglected books in one corner and a few pants dangling on hangers. The very thought of a boy ‘jerking it’ was indescribably disgusting. She had to confront him on it. That was why she had to see it.


She continued to ignore the weird and exciting sensation down below.


Mara crouched down in the closet, drawing the doors mostly closed, leaving just enough of a crack so that she could see his bedroom door and the computer setup nearby. Yes, this would do fine. In the lack of lighting, and with him not suspecting a thing, he would never notice her peeking out at him. But she would see him. She would see everything.


She glanced at her watch. There was still another hour before Elijah would return home, and even then, it would take yet another hour before he locked himself in his room for the night, as predictable in his routine as Savannah was in hers. The teen girl scowled again. So impatient was she to expose her brother for the pervert he was that she wanted to stay in the closet and be ready, just in case. But she was already starting to feel uncomfortable in the closet’s close quarters. Two hours was a long time. Not to mention, if she wasn’t in the living room when Elijah got home, it might make him suspicious…


Mara sighed and stepped out of his closet, taking care to arrange the doors exactly as they were when she entered. It wasn’t likely he’d notice such a detail, but it couldn’t hurt to play it safe. No way she would blow the operation before she got results.

It occurred to her that she probably shouldn’t be looking forward to what lied ahead so eagerly, but, like the fluttering deep in her stomach, she ignored such thoughts, and waited.







Elijah knew something was off the moment he stepped through the apartment’s entrance. Visually, nothing was different – the tan-carpeted living room sprawled out before him as ever, connected to the white-tiled kitchen, beyond which was the hallway and the two bedrooms on either side of it. The modestly sized LCD television droned on as it always did, and Mara reclined on the sofa, as she always did.


Seeing her, Elijah realized what was wrong.


She was smiling at him.


Not just smiling. Smiling innocently. She was wearing the kind of doe-eyed expression the women in spy movies always had before pulling out their gun.


Elijah managed to shoot a strained smile back at her, but alarms blared in his mind. He shrugged his backpack off of his shoulders and warily advanced deeper into his home. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d smiled at him. Well, there were all the viciously ironic ‘smiles’ she adopted while driving home some caustic comeback, but that was another matter entirely.


Somehow, this was a lot scarier.


“What’s up?” Mara asked lightly. It took a great deal of effort for Elijah to suppress a yelp of surprise. She never did that. Her standard greeting when he arrived after work was either a noncommittal glance or an incomprehensible grunt.


“Good,” Elijah replied too loudly. He closed his eyes, realizing the answer didn’t fit the question. “Uh, nothing, I mean.” He shook his head a little and rubbed the back of his neck with one hand. “How about…how about you?”


Mara shrugged. It was one of those girly shrugs he knew she hated, where the shoulders went up so far that the arms rose a little, too. He couldn’t help noticing the resulting quiver of her petite breasts under her blue T-shirt. “Jus’ watchin’ TV.”


They stared at each other. Mara was still smiling. He felt like he was staring down a shark.


He patted his thighs distractedly. “Cool. So…I’m gonna go…do my thing now. Have fun. Watching…TV.”


“Thanks,” Mara chirped. What have you done with my sister? “Your dinner’s in the fridge, by the way.”


The chirp was still ringing in Elijah’s ears. He couldn’t find words, so he just nodded stiffly and wandered off. Now he really needed a shower.







Mara waited until she could hear the shower running before making her move. Moving fluidly, like she’d practiced this a million times before, the brunette slid off the couch and made her way to Elijah’s bedroom, feet making barely a sound. She left the TV on behind her, wagering that her brother would determine she was still watching it.


Her time was limited. Elijah was a well-groomed kind of guy, but he took famously short showers. Mara set herself up in his closet exactly as she had earlier, leaving a small crack for visibility. Anticipation filled her, like she was standing in line at a big movie premiere. She was going to catch him, red-handed. Now that gears were finally in motion, she realized she had no idea what she was going to do once that was accomplished, but it didn’t matter. Just knowing that her brother wasn’t the saint she’d always imagined would be vindication enough. She thought back to how guilty she’d felt, rebuffing Elijah’s question in the car before school that morning, and scoffed at that younger, more naïve version of herself. If only she’d known he was such a perv. He wasn’t the victim at all – if anything, she was! Forced to live under the same roof as a guy who –


Her fevered justifications trailed off. He was coming. Mara unconsciously held her breath as he walked into his room, closing the door behind him. A clicking sound confirmed that he was locking it.


This was it. Let’s see who you really are, big brother.


His hair was short, but there was enough of it to be notably disheveled after his shower. His skin was slightly flushed, too. Combined with his not-unappreciable physique and his sharp face, with its startling green eyes, he was looking pretty cute.


Mara’s brow furrowed. Where did that come from? She felt more disturbed than she had when picturing him jerking on his mushroom stick earlier. Years of adoration and friendship, and she’d never thought of him as cute. She never thought of any guy as cute. Such a thing was too girly.


This, too, she pushed from her mind, but it took a lot more effort.


Elijah was sitting down at his computer now, rolling himself up to his keyboard and turning on the screen. Mara fidgeted excitedly. That was how it started, she was sure – turning on the computer, launching whatever creepy porn he jacked it to.


The tingly sensation flared up stronger than ever as a new thought hit her. She was really about to see this, her brother doing a very private thing – and that meant she would see his private thing. The idea had repulsed her when Heather was talking about her boyfriend, but for some reason this was different. The warmth in her stomach had seeped down to her secret place, and her breath, under careful volume control, was suddenly a little uneven.


As the minutes passed, however, this foreign – and not altogether unwelcome – excitement faded away. Mara’s fidgeting fingers tapped impatiently on her leg, bare below the sparse coverage of her gray shorts. Elijah was scrolling down boring news sites and forums with a conspicuous lack of pornography.


She was about to burst out of the closet and shout at him to get a move on when he abruptly pushed out from his desk. He got to his feet and made his way to his door. Mara feared he was going to the kitchen to eat dinner – in which case he’d surely notice she wasn’t watching TV – but instead he stopped short. He just stood there. Mara puzzled over this before belatedly noticing the body-size mirror pinned to the back of his door.


The young brunette raised an eyebrow. He was staring at his own reflection in the mirror. Conveniently forgetting the long sessions she spent in front of the bathroom mirror, lamenting her cruelly inflated butt and the soft mounds of flesh growing on her chest, she mentally derided his vanity. Not only was her brother a perv, he was a total narcissist, as well.


And then she was gaping, because he was taking his clothes off.


All the moisture in Mara’s mouth seemed to desert her. This wasn’t part of the plan! Well, yes, she had fully intended to catch her brother in the act, and that would have meant seeing his mushroom stick, but – she hadn’t meant to see him naked! How was she any less perverted than her piggish brother, if she was the one hiding in his closet while he got naked?


She squeezed her eyes shut, but curiosity didn’t take long to overcome her social etiquette. Slowly, almost fearfully, she parted her thickly lashed eyelids and drank in the sight of her older brother, unknowingly baring everything to her.







Elijah didn’t indulge in self-inspection very often. In fact, he almost never did. But after such a long day, one that left him feeling spent and vaguely defeated, it somehow seemed vital to do so. He didn’t understand why. He wasn’t confident about his appearance, and it was only bound to make things worse – but he did it anyway, rejecting his brain’s logic as only a teenager could.


He spent a long time just staring at the mirror’s reflection of his eyes. Them, he liked. They were the only thing a member of the opposite sex had ever complimented him on. Not just any girl, either – it had been a cheerleader, and a pretty attractive one, too. Passing him in the hallway the year before, she had smiled at him as though noticing him for the first time (they had known each other since pre-school) and said: “Oh my god, your eyes are so adorable!”


It had been especially easy to think up fantasies while masturbating for the few weeks after that.


Beyond his eyes, though, everything he saw displeased him without fail. His nose was too long. His lips were too thin. His hair was too black (black was such a boring color!). His body was lean enough, with wide shoulders, refined fingers and narrow hips, but he had no muscle tone, and that, pop culture had taught him, was a disaster. What woman in her right mind would so much as glance at such a scrawny guy?


No, Elijah thought resignedly as he turned from side to side, appraising himself as critically as a jeweler might a suspicious diamond. Perma-virgin, right here. Everybody, step right up and see the perma-virgin.


Masturbating would make him feel better. It always did. Whoever invented masturbation had truly been a visionary, with their daring explorations into applying hands to the penis and tugging on it repeatedly. Elijah turned his gaze to his groin. He liked his eyes, disapproved of his physique, and his dick fell somewhere in the middle of that emotional spectrum. It was pretty big. He measured it sometimes – an act he knew pretty much every guy must do at one point or another, but still would never admit to anyone – and at last count, it had called in at about 7 inches. That itself wasn’t extraordinary, but it was very thick, appreciably wider than his thumbs laid flat and placed side by side, and his balls were big and pronounced.


He often read that size didn’t matter to girls – a message that porn and several mainstream films contradicted – but it mattered to him. The fact that his penis was not, at least, small, provided a vain and childish self-esteem boost from time to time.


A boost which invariably evaporated when confronted by the depressing certainty that it would never be handled by anyone but him.


Elijah looked over at his computer and managed an ironic smile. Oh well. That was why the Internet existed.


He returned to his computer chair and prepared to immerse himself in his daily reward for enduring a monotonous life.







Elijah stood in front of his mirror for a good few minutes, but while he was still reflecting on his eyes, Mara had long since progressed to the dangling appendage between his legs.


Her eyes grew wide and her entire face heated up like the surface of the sun. A flurry of emotions passed through her at the sight of her brother’s mushroom stick – no, that phrase really couldn’t apply, because stick implied something thin and brittle, and this thing was neither thin nor brittle but wide and somehow intimidating. Fear she recognized, likely brought on because it had finally hit her exactly what she was doing and that there was no turning back from this moment, that her perception of Elijah was forever and irreversibly changed; awe she recognized, too, but didn’t quite understand why she felt it. Yes, that thing between her brother’s legs looked big, but why should that inspire awe? Was it really so unusual?


What really confused her was the suddenly overwhelming power of the creeping warmth she’d been experiencing in fits and starts all day. A wetness was forming very noticeably between her legs, a wetness which was at once perfectly natural and yet enormously confusing. It felt like her heart had jumped into her throat, presumably scared into evacuation by the butterflies fluttering around in her stomach.


She blinked rapidly, noticing that her breath was no longer under control, had become loud and ragged. Mentally cursing herself, she reined it in. That became much harder when Elijah took his rod into one hand and began to fondle it. It pulsed and twitched, drawing slowly upright, so that it became even longer and thicker, wavering proudly in the air.


Mara’s eyes widened. For the third time that day, the way she saw Elijah in her mind changed radically. First, he had been the saintly brother, her role model and hero who played with her and kept her company in years past; then, he had been the pig, the pervert who couldn’t contain his urges and had to be stopped, who did not deserve her pity; and now, he was something entirely new.


He was scary.


Scary was the only word that felt right, but it wasn’t scary in a bad way, at least not all bad – the duality of her perception baffled her. It was an exciting kind of scary, more intimidation than anything. Elijah wasn’t the kid she grew up with anymore, he was a man, like their father before him. That made him exotic and irresistibly alluring. Mara had no idea why. Right now she didn’t understand much of anything. The world suddenly seemed a very different place.


Her big green eyes were glued to her brother as he went back to his chair. His erect cock wobbled in the air with every step. The computer was closer to Mara’s position, and so she was getting a better look at him now. It was bigger than her hand. Thick, too, like a big sausage. That sent an inexplicable thrill down her spine.


What’s happening to me?


Mara’s fingers inched inexorably toward her secret place, her core. They brushed against it through her thin shorts, which were suddenly damp, and she shivered. In all her years she had never given much thought to her vagina. It was just another part of the body, just another mechanism of daily function. Tonight, it had suddenly become something much more exhilarating, and touching it made her feel like she was misbehaving somehow. The thought sent another thrill through her.


Elijah was doing it now. His hands – they were so big and refined and masculine, why had she never noticed them before – fondled his genitalia, one rubbing at the purplish tip of his manhood, the other rubbing and massaging his balls. An image flashed, brief and vivid, in Mara’s mind, of her kneeling between his legs and doing those things for him. Deep shame and revulsion washed over her – she’d never even wanted to kiss a boy before -- but somehow that only excited her more.


All thoughts of humiliating her brother were gone; in fact, she noticed that she wasn’t thinking much of anything at this point. Her entire world was warmth and pulse and hunger. Her delicate fingers rubbed with increasing fervor at her pussy -- and that’s what it was, it was a pussy – she’d heard the term before, and it had seemed dumb and foolish and somehow insulting, but now she embraced it. Her breathing was no longer possible to fully control, but Elijah was breathing a little heavier too, masturbating more firmly now, one hand jerking up and down rhythmically, and he didn’t hear her.


It soon became clear that rubbing through her shorts wasn’t enough. Mara was in the full grip of an influence she didn’t understand. She needed more, more, more – she had enough reason, just enough, to know not to burst out of the closet and fulfill her hunger with her brother’s dick, and so she contented herself by slipping a hand past the waistline of her shorts, down toward her pure and naked pussy, brushing past the thin smattering of brown pubic hair above it. She gasped a little at the sensation of her fingers touching the bare, ultrasensitive flesh – the entire region of her body felt like it was on fire. The slightest touch promised pleasure beyond her dreams, a pleasure which she knew would also bring unthinkable disaster in her current situation, but she was quickly moving past caring – she didn’t know what was going on but she liked it –


Elijah’s chair creaked and groaned loudly. Mara started, eyes clearing of a fog she hadn’t realized was there. Her brother’s posture had stiffened. She thought, at first, that he was having some kind of seizure, but then she noticed the twitching and convulsing of his penis, more pronounced even than before. Her eyes widened and she froze. A gooey white liquid was pouring thickly from the tip of his cock. The look of pure contentment on Elijah’s face suggested that it was a good thing.


If someone had told Mara that morning that the penis deposited loads of sticky white fluid, she likely would have wretched and tried to forget about it, but sitting in her brother’s closet, watching it pour out of his penis, she found herself utterly enraptured by the stuff. She unconsciously licked her lips. A voice in the core of her being told her that the hunger she felt, the one she was trying to satisfy with her fingers, could only be satisfied with that white goo.


Just as suddenly as it had started, Elijah’s masturbation session ended. Mara watched, the haze of her world lessening but not departing, as he used a few tissues to clean up his mess and stood, pulling up his pants. He closed the website she hadn’t even noticed was up – she caught a brief glimpse of a shapely female ass, waggling in the air with some of the white goo smeared all over it – and left the room with a spring in his step that hadn’t been there before.


He was satisfied, clearly. After a lingering moment of paralysis, Mara shook her head in an effort to clear it, rose to her feet, and slipped out of the room. She had entered hoping to expose Elijah for the sex-crazed male pig he was, in an undefined effort to vindicate her own behavior toward him; she was leaving it more confused than ever, experiencing emotions and feelings she hadn’t even known existed. But one thing was clear beyond a doubt.


A strange new hunger filled her, and she was not yet satisfied.



Chapter 3 - Harmless

Hours passed. Mara’s spying session on her brother seemed like a distant memory, but the strange warmth filling her body and the fugue of her mind, denying her anything remotely close to clear thought, remained.


She had turned in to bed almost immediately after slipping out of Elijah’s room. Savannah had been surprised – she almost always ended up going to sleep before her little sister – and she had asked if Mara was okay. The younger girl lied, of course, telling her that everything was fine, but deep down she wasn’t so sure. She wasn’t sure of anything, right then.


Now the lights were dark, turned off in the girls’ room and throughout the apartment. Morning crept steadily closer, and Mara hadn’t slept a wink. She tossed and turned in her bed. At first, while Savannah was still awake nearby doing her homework, she’d attempted to jam her eyes shut and forget what she’d seen, what she was feeling, if only until the morning. It was a futile effort. Her virgin pussy throbbed and ached. She found herself rubbing her legs and thighs together agitatedly, restlessly. All she could see in her mind’s eye was her older brother’s erect manhood, and the way the thick white stuff had dripped down its girth.


Mara turned her eyes from the ceiling – which, unsurprisingly, had not offered any interesting insights in the long hours she’d been staring at it – and glanced at Savannah. Their beds were parallel, about five feet apart. Her older sister was sound asleep, curled on her side and facing Mara, her massive breasts squeezed firmly together. Unexpected jealousy sparked in the younger girl. That morning, the concept of big breasts had seemed like such a bother, and she’d desperately hoped her chest would remain light. Now, inexplicably, she wished quite the opposite. Guys liked big boobs, right? Maybe if she had some like Savannah’s, then Elijah would notice her –


No!


Mara squeezed her eyes shut. What the hell was wrong with her? Elijah was her brother! To make things worse, he was a pig! She’d seen it with her own eyes, hadn’t she? Heather had been exactly right, after all – boys couldn’t help being pervs. Her childhood hero jerked off just like all the others.


So why didn’t she feel disgusted? Why hadn’t she revealed herself to Elijah and confronted him for being a pig, like she’d vaguely envisioned doing earlier in the day?


Why did thinking about what she saw only excite her?


She remembered complaining to her mother, years before, that she didn’t understand boys. Why, she opined, did Elijah’s friends tease her? Why did they treat her differently? She played all of the games her brother did, watched all of the same movies. Her mother had smiled and told her that when it came to boys and girls, nothing ever made much sense.


Only now did Mara see the truth to her words. Everything she was feeling was wrong. She didn’t understand why, she just knew. But that knowledge only made her more excited, only made the strange hunger in her loins more and more uncontrollable.


She became dimly aware, as if observing from a great distance, that she was fingering herself again, like she had in Elijah’s closet earlier. It was like getting a fix. The hunger subsided – just as before, touching herself down there was the only thing that satisfied it, but maddeningly, it wasn’t enough, was never enough. She tried massaging in different patterns and rhythms, increasing and alternating her speed. It felt good, strange and good, and tingling warmth spread to every corner of her body. She closed her eyes, thinking of her brother, hair messy after his shower, his powerful-looking cock twitching between his legs.


Mara’s eyes snapped open. She tossed her covers aside, barely suppressing a growl of frustration. She needed more! This hunger in her called for something heartier, something Elijah had, something tantalizingly close to her reach.

She glanced sidelong at Savannah again. The older girl was still sound asleep. Taking care not to make any sound, Mara ejected herself from her bed, crossed to the door, and stepped out into the hallway.

A sane part of her brain, recognizing what she was about to do, screamed at her to stop and turn back, but Mara Gordeaux was answering to something more basic and more powerful than common sense.







For a time, Elijah had kept his bedroom door locked and closed all night, but when Savannah eventually requested that he keep it unlocked for safety’s sake, he’d cooperated with relatively little argument. Mara had never given the matter much thought until now, feeling immensely grateful that things turned out as they did. Still exercising caution with her movements, she turned the handle on her brother’s bedroom door, listening for any loud creaks that might give her away. When no such sounds greeted her, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.


It had been difficult to navigate the room earlier, with the dim lighting of Elijah’s single lamp, but now, in darkness, it was even harder. Mara’s eyes were already adjusted to the dark, so she was able to cut a clear enough path through the light clutter on the carpeted floor.


Her breathing was shallow, but quiet enough to remain undetected, when she reached her destination. Elijah’s bed was on the far side of the room, nestled in a corner, so that she could only stand at the side or the foot of it. She stopped by the former, and simply stood there for a few minutes, staring down at her brother, letting her brain catch up with her body.


What happened to us, big bro? She wondered faintly. The passage of time seemed suddenly the greatest curse mankind was forced to endure. Vividly, Mara remembered the long, lazy summers of years past, when she and Elijah had spent entire days playing together outside, snuggling close and snacking on questionably healthy foods while watching movies in his room. They were the best of friends. The sight of her brother’s face, soft and warm in laughter, was something she’d always remember.


But in recent memory, whenever she saw Elijah, he looked tired. Tired, and, if she read him correctly – and she knew she did – a little sad. His sharp facial features, which she’d been guiltily admiring not long ago, were always drawn. Bright green eyes lost their glow. His lips rarely turned upward for more than a split second.


Seeing him now, though, she could almost pretend the last few months had never happened. In sleep, Elijah looked peaceful and untroubled. His mouth was slightly open, brow relaxed. His hands were clasped over his chest.


Then she noticed the bulge pressing up into the blankets, down toward his groin, and her thoughts became jumbled all over again.


Mara moved right up close to the bed and got to her knees. The alarms in her head blared louder than ever. Are you actually going to go through with this? What if he wakes up? He could hate you! You thought he was a pervert, but you’re the pervert –


As if in defiance, her hands rose. She got a grip on Elijah’s blankets and pulled them down, down, down. She was breathing louder now, and her face felt hot. She kept an eye on her brother’s face. He showed no sign of waking. With a final gentle tug, the blankets pulled past the bulge keeping them elevated.


Mara swallowed hard. Elijah was only wearing boxers below his t-shirt. His erect penis was already past the slip in the boxers, which she assumed was designed to make urinating easier. It towered in its naked glory, twitching slightly as it had earlier, veiny length only dimly visible.


Dimly visible was enough. Right then, it was all Mara could have dreamed of. She was still utterly confused, more confused than ever, by what was happening, but she didn’t care. Her pink lips, well on their way to becoming as plump and juicy as Savannah’s, felt very dry. She licked them absently and reached out with one small, trembling hand.


It was like taking hold of a live wire. Mara’s entire body stiffened as her delicate fingers wrapped around her brother’s cock. The heat was the first thing she noticed – why was it so hot – and then the hardness, so solid that she was suddenly and irrationally sure nothing could ever be harder than this mighty tool – and then, with a weird and unfamiliar reverence, she realized that she couldn’t even wrap her hand all the way around it.


Mara noticed she wasn’t breathing and took a deep, shuddering inhalation. Her heart was beating quickly, almost in rhythm with the pulses she felt from Elijah’s rod, and her face was so flushed she feared she might melt. There was no turning back now. She’d spied on her brother, sure, seen him in a private moment, seen his manhood – but now she’d stepped over the precipice. Now she was holding it, and things could never be the same.


Any awareness that what she was doing was wrong – it was such basic knowledge, it seemed, that a sister should never do such things with her brother – was forgotten. Mara looked to Elijah’s face; nothing had changed. He still appeared deeply asleep. Feverishly, she prayed he would stay that way, for just a little longer. Just a few minutes – that was all she needed, to sate this hunger, this insuppressible curiosity.


Mara licked her lips again, more thoroughly this time, unconsciously lubricating them, and positioned her head over her brother’s lap.







Elijah was enjoying a strange, but sufficiently pleasant, dream involving undersea dystopias and shopping malls before he stirred. His eyes fluttered open slowly, as they always did. He was well accustomed to waking up at odd hours of the night. He rarely, if ever, slept all the way through to the morning. Instinctively, he was closing his eyes again, already slipping back to sleep, when he became aware of an unbelievably warm and wet sensation between his legs.


Elijah’s breath hitched in his throat, and he lay still for a long moment, trying to comprehend the pleasure he’d just experienced. It was like nothing he’d ever felt before, but had certainly tried to imagine on more than one occasion. Was he having a wet dream? An unbelievably vivid, awesome wet dream? If so, he had no intention of stopping it. Praying that if he remained absolutely still, the dream would continue, he kept his eyes shut.


His prayers were answered. His breath shuddered as something that was simultaneously warm, cool and wet lapped at the very tip of his cock. It was a cautious, almost probing series of licks, but to his virgin mind, it was amazing beyond words.


Elijah’s brow furrowed, then. The sensations were in keeping with a wet dream, but if this was a wet dream, where were the visuals? Why wasn’t he seeing a hot woman in the image generator of his subconscious, licking at him in time with the physical feelings?


Making a probe of his own, Elijah opened his eyes. For a moment, there were no more sensations down below, and he was satisfied, albeit a little disappointed. Apparently he’d just been in some halfway-house between dream and reality, and opening his eyes had served to shake him out of –


He gasped as the entire tip of his cock was enveloped in heat and dripping moisture. Shocked, as if he’d been stung by a bee instead, he yelped and scrambled back, legs flailing under his blankets, sitting up against his bed’s headboard. He fumbled for his bedside lamp and turned it on.


It look a small eternity to register what his eyes were seeing. Mara was standing by his bed, one hand clasped over her heart, looking shocked. A thin strand of saliva trailed from her lower lip down to the tip of her chin. She looked like she’d just been caught stealing a cookie.


Elijah’s brow furrowed. No. That wasn’t – no. The feeling between his legs – the warmth, like a mouth closing over his – but there was no way that Mara would –


“Mara,” he croaked, pleading to the universe that she would respond and say something that would completely negate what he was thinking. Considering the situation, he wasn’t getting his hopes up too high.


Then he noticed that his cock was still visible. Blushing furiously, he fumbled with the blankets and slipped them over it.


Mara stared at him, mouth working noiselessly. She seemed to notice the saliva on her chin, and she wiped it away dazedly with one hand. “Oh, fuck,” she whispered. It was the first time he’d ever heard her swear.


A stretch of silence followed. Elijah ran a hand through his hair. “What, uhm…what are you doing in my room at – ” He glanced at his watch. “Three in the morning?”


Mara continued staring at him. Her expression betrayed nothing, but he could practically see the frantic activity taking place behind her big green eyes.


“I saw you masturbate,” she blurted out abruptly.


That was not the answer Elijah had been expecting. In his mind, he thought back to earlier in the evening. He’d locked his door, hadn’t he? How would she have – unless…


“What?” Was all he could manage to say.


“Well, more like watched,” Mara babbled on, speaking in the rapid manner of someone trying to speak before rationality could intervene. “I saw – it, and – I was – ” Her mouth worked silently again.


And then, to Elijah’s abject horror, tears welled up in her eyes.


“Don’t cry,” he urged lamely, shooting a nervous look at his door. It was closed, but somehow that wasn’t much relief.


“You hate me, don’t you?” Mara wailed in a hushed kind of way. She sank to her knees and rested her forehead in her palms. “I mean, you already hated me, but now you really – ”


“I don’t hate you,” Elijah hissed, genuinely surprised. She thought he hated her? Hadn’t she been the one treating him like dirt for the last year? Was he really being blamed for the nature of their current relationship?


She didn’t respond. Her shoulders shook with suppressed sobs, indicating that his words had been no comfort. Elijah leaned in her direction, not daring to stand and approach her – the covers were the only thing concealing his penis. Not that it should really matter – circumstances suggested they were already past that stage of decency. “Hey,” he said softly. “Did you hear me? I said I don’t hate you.” He paused. “Why don’t you tell me what’s going on?”


Mara lowered her hands to her lap, but she did not meet his eyes.







Mara’s mind raced. No matter how desperately she tried to fathom one, she could think of no way out of her situation. She couldn’t just say ‘never mind’ and slink out of his room – that might save her awkwardness now, but he would still have plenty of questions in the morning, and then Savannah would be involved.


A hard defiance suddenly filled her. So she’d done something ‘wrong.’ What were they going to do, sue her? Disown her and cast her out onto the streets? They wouldn’t dare.


And she was still hungry.


“I got curious, that’s all,” she mumbled, finally looking up into Elijah’s eyes. He wore an expression of gentle concern, however laced with wariness, that melted her edge a little. Damn it all, when was she going to escape the sway he held over her?


“Curious?” he echoed quietly. Realization dawned in his eyes, which flitted down toward his crotch. “You mean that was – you were actually -- ?”


“So?” She challenged, lifting her chin, gaze unwavering. Her heart was beating fast. Now she was really in deep. No way forward but down, into a potential abyss. “Like I said, I saw you. Jerking it.” She blushed a little. “I couldn’t just forget. I had to –” The blush intensified. “Touch it.”


“Touch – ” Elijah blanched. Mara was briefly afraid he would faint. Instead, he placed his hands over his eyes and flopped back, facing toward the ceiling.


When it became clear he wasn’t going to say anything else, Mara pushed her advantage. There was still a visible tent in the rumple of his sheets. Yes, there was a chance she could still shake this blasted heat that was gripping her. After all, if it remained that hard, wasn’t that a good sign? “That’s right,” she said. “What’s wrong with that? Like I said, I was curious. And – and – isn’t it safer for me to try this stuff at home, with you, instead of some stranger?”


She blushed again. She sounded strong and determined. It almost made her uncomfortable, like she was playing someone else, but she knew her brother. They weren’t so different. They’d always seen eye to eye on virtually everything. If she could make him see her reason, she was confident he would agree to let her do what she wanted.







Elijah heard her words, but he kept his eyes scrunched shut and his hands firmly over them.


Had he heard her right? None of this seemed like it could possibly be real because, if it was, he wasn’t sure he had the strength to do what he knew was morally right. His little sister was propositioning him. Or at least, it sounded awfully like it. If that wasn’t bad enough, it was now all but confirmed that she had already taken the first steps down the path she apparently wanted. The feeling of lips wrapping around his cock, of a tongue lapping at its tip – those hadn’t been imagined. His little sister had been experimenting with oral sex while he slept, and he was the test subject.


And that turned him on.


He’d always found Mara’s complaints about her gender cute and ridiculous, but for the first time, he cursed the fate which had made him male. Already he could feel temptation consuming him. All of his subtle, and promptly self-condemned, peeks at his little sister’s luscious ass over the last few months surged from repressed memory. It had never been a big deal, living with hot sisters, until now, with one sitting in his room and essentially proposing that he let her experiment sexually with him.


I can’t do it. She’s my sister.


The assertion of morality in his mind was promptly assaulted from all corners of his consciousness. Why shouldn’t he do it? Hadn’t he just been lamenting his permanent virgin status mere hours ago? His sister was willingly making herself available to him. And she was right – who better to satisfy sexual curiosity with than his own sibling? As long as they didn’t go too far, what was the harm?


Every hole in that reasoning was plainly visible, all of the ways it could eventually go wrong, but the simplicity of it – and its allure – was too strong for Elijah. Slowly, he lowered his hands from his face, and looked at Mara. She was watching him with poorly concealed eagerness, but her eyes were on his crotch more often than not. In that vein, his sister’s stunning – and constantly improving – physique was suddenly more evident than ever. Her mostly bare legs were curvy and smooth, erect nipples poked against the fabric of her shirt, and there was a dim stain on her shorts, over her womanhood. She was literally dripping. She wasn’t kidding – she wanted this, and that made him hard instantly. Any lingering traces of doubt were pushed aside.


“This isn’t some kind of joke, is it?” He asked after a moment.







Mara’s ears perked. She tilted her head to the side, and then shook it. Her heartbeat hastened once more. Is he going for it? “If it was a joke, I wouldn’t have already – started.” She blushed.


Her brother’s eyes, their green so identical to hers, drilled into her for a long time. She noticed with a now-familiar thrill that they were roaming her body now, too, just like she was sneaking glances at his groin. The fact that her brother, who in her mind was now so intimidating and exotic and adult, was seeing her in a new light made all of the warmth and heat and hunger reassert themselves stronger than ever. It took all of Mara’s self-control not to start fingering herself before he could make a judgment.


Elijah looked down at his sheets. “You just wanted to…suck it, right?” There was still hesitation in his voice, but anticipation, too.


Mara could have loosed a cheer, but it wouldn’t have done to wake up Savannah. She just nodded, hoping that she didn’t look too excited. Inexplicably, it seemed very important to control how Elijah perceived her, now that he was starting to look at her differently, with eyes of hunger and lust. “Right. If you let me do that, you can tell me never to do it again, if you want.”


“That’s okay,” Elijah said a little hastily. “I mean, it’s – like you said. If we wanna…y’know…experiment, better to do it with each other than someone else.”


Mara nodded again, stomach fluttering, hunger aching.


Finally Elijah lowered his sheets, almost reluctantly. His penis, fully erect once more – presumably a result of his scanning Mara’s curves – was exposed to her. He swung his legs over the side of his bed, so that he was sitting on the edge of his mattress. “Go ahead,” he mumbled. He avoided her gaze. “If you want, I mean.”


It was like she’d been given permission to drink a cup of water after a month in a scorching desert. Eyes glued to Elijah’s cock, she lowered herself to all fours and crawled up to it. She noticed her brother’s eyes glued to her ass as it swayed back and forth en route. For the first time ever, she was grateful for its size.


She returned to an upright position, on her knees. Somehow, his cock seemed bigger than ever from her new position, almost dauntingly so. She attributed this to the lighting – before, it had been dark, but now she saw every pulsing inch of her brother’s considerable girth. Without thinking about it, she took hold of it with one hand, her thumb rubbing against the tip.


Elijah hissed sharply. Fearing she’d done something wrong, Mara looked up into his face, but it was not pain she saw on it. His eyes were closed. He looked almost like he had earlier, when the white stuff was pouring out of his rod. Mara returned her attention to it, breaths becoming unabashedly ragged and short now. It was really going to happen – she was going to satisfy this yawning hunger within her, experience the white stuff for herself. All she had to do now was get it out of him.


She licked her lips and leaned in. As soon as their softness kissed the tip of his cock, Elijah released a small moan. Mara felt his eyes on her, watching her raptly, and for some reason became even hotter inside. The idea of her older brother watching her bobbing up and down on his manhood was indescribably perverse, and she realized, with mixed shame and excitement, that she loved it.


She parted her lips and let his cock enter her mouth. It was so big that she had to keep her mouth wide open, so that her teeth wouldn’t scratch against it too much. She felt her blush intensify. She could only imagine how lewd she looked to Elijah, nestled between his legs, taking his manhood into her mouth like the pornstars in the movies he watched. Suddenly it became very important to her not only to satisfy her curiosity and hunger, but to make him happy, too.


She took him in as much as she could, and gagged a little.







True to Mara’s presumption, Elijah was fascinated by the sight before him. The warmth and wetness of her mouth was amazing, but he felt himself nearing the brink of orgasm just watching his little sister go to work. Her cute round face was pleasantly contorted by the effort of fitting his cock in her young mouth, and her big round ass – which he was only now truly realizing was perfect beyond words; even through her thin shorts, he could vividly how its soft jiggling cheeks must look – was tantalizingly visible even from his angle. Every now and then she peeked up at him with her big green eyes, checking to see how he was reacting, as though asking ‘am I sucking it good, big brother?’


It was, he figured, the most thoughtfully he’d seen her behave in a long, long time.


It didn’t take long for his sister to find her rhythm. In no time, she was bobbing up and down on his cock, soft brown hair swaying slightly from side to side. Wet slurping sounds that Elijah had only ever heard in porn movies, that he’d resigned himself to never hearing in reality, filled the room, punctuated by periodic whimpers and gaging, when she swallowed too much of his length. Elijah prayed that the walls were thick enough that Savannah wouldn’t hear, but he was far too busy swimming in a sea of ecstasy to care too much. His crappy fortunes had very unexpectedly taken a turn for the much better.


The more he thought about it, he reflected as he watched his little sister slurp on his manhood, it was only right that Mara be in this position. She really had been a complete bitch to him for a long time, and he had been nothing but nice to her. He continued working his ass off so she could eat and afford school supplies. If he had been any kind of man, he thought ironically, he would have demanded homage via blowjob a long time ago. He made a mental note to try asserting a little more control next time, if the opportunity arose. He’d always been the ringleader when he and Mara played as kids; why should the dynamic change as sexual partners?


Mara kept sucking, and Elijah felt himself nearing climax.







The slightly salty taste to Elijah’s cock had long since been washed away, or at the very least, Mara had grown accustomed to it, and she was starting to realize that she quite liked sucking on it. The feeling of a hot pulsing organ in her mouth had been weird at first, but now she was almost dismayed by the thought of being without it. To this end, she gave Elijah no reprieve, never letting his rod out of her mouth, breathing more heavily through her nose when she started to feel lightheaded.


She was not the only one breathing heavily. Her brother was practically panting by now, making periodic sounds of appreciativeness that gratified Mara more than they probably should have. She felt happier than she had all day, more clear-headed, now that her hunger was being addressed. Her focus was shifting to Elijah’s happiness. She figured that she wasn’t doing a bad job, at least; he hadn’t asked her to stop, or told her to change what she was doing. Her disappointment that she couldn’t take more than half of his length into her mouth apparently wasn’t shared, or shared enough to be a problem.


An idea struck her. She began to move her tongue around in her mouth, even as she bobbed up and down on Elijah’s cock. Her brother gasped. Success! She pursued the experiment with even more enthusiasm, letting her slippery tongue move from side to side along his shaft. She peeked up at the beneficiary of her ministrations. Elijah’s head was tossed back in ecstasy. Mara hoped he would accept this as her apology for her bitchy behavior earlier in the day. It seemed laughably absurd now that she should have treated this man, with his beautiful cock, the antidote to her mysterious hunger, with anything less than full affection.


Her eyes widened. Elijah was planting his fingers into her hair and pulling her off of his cock. She felt it slip inch by inch out of her mouth with a wet pop, trailing a thick strand of saliva.


“I’m cumming,” he panted.


Before he could do anything else, Mara reflexively grabbed his cock with her hands and began to pump. Elijah gaped at her with something like reverence, and she blushed. “Don’t stare at me like that. There was no way I was going to let you handle the best part, after all my hard work.” And then she amended, because it wouldn’t do to be too soft: “Perv.”


“What’s gotten into you?” Elijah wondered, and then he closed his eyes blissfully and his entire body tensed as he ejaculated.


Mara’s hands faltered in their pumping, but didn’t stop. She watched in unabashed awe as her older brother’s cock twitched and pulsed, yielding spurt after spurt of the white goo she had been so captivated by earlier that night. It was instantly running thickly down her hands, hot and sticky and cloudy-looking.


After a few seconds, the liquid stopped coming. Mara made several more pumping motions on her brother’s dick, wistfully hoping for more, more, always more, because she was very sure now that she could never have enough of it, but none came.


Elijah’s breath was evening out. She became aware that he was staring at her. Mara glanced at him, but her eyes were drawn to her hands. She pulled them away from his cock. The vast majority of the white stuff remained on her, leaving only a drop or two on Elijah. Mara held her hands up and flexed her fingers, marveling at how the liquid clung and stretched, seeming to become stickier by the moment. Her nose twitched; it smelled vaguely like fish. That should have disgusted her – indeed, the entire process should have disgusted her, the clear part of her mind said – but, with a nonsensicality she was getting used to, the odor somehow only turned her on more. In contrast to that clear part of her mind, something deeper and more primitive made her want to shove her nose in a room full of the stuff and breathe deeply, because it was the smell of fertility and sex.


Such bizarre and seemingly uncharacteristic thoughts, which couldn’t have come from Mara and instead came from some ancient influence at the core of her being, had catalyzed her to enter Elijah’s room and start this whole encounter; now, they suddenly scared her. She jerked to her feet.


“Mara…” Elijah looked very pale. He was probably having second thoughts, too, thinking more clearly. He stared at nothing in particular. “We should probably…talk…about – ”


“Pervert,” Mara burst out unthinkingly. She retreated from the room before he could say anything else, awkwardly opening the door with her forearm, as both of her hands were still covered with Elijah’s cockjuice.







Mara stood in the bathroom for a long time, goo-covered hands hovering at chest height, staring at herself in the mirror. The entire day felt like it had been a dream. She had woken up for school hating her body, confrontational toward her family, and with nary a thought for sex; she was ending the day having been in the grip of unbridled lust for the better part of the night, after sucking her brother’s cock, and with the fruits of that labor strewn all over her hands.


Moving stiffly, Mara turned on the sink faucet and placed her hands under the water stream, watching the white goo wash off with a vague sense of regret. She was very tired. All kinds of thoughts swirled through her mind – her unpredictably developing relationship with her brother, the possible repercussions, the feeling of sin committed – but she would deal with them in the morning. For now, she would sleep.


The voice in her core whispered, telling her that she wanted more.



Chapter 4 - More

After a good night’s sleep, the warm water of the shower was particularly gratifying. Savannah allowed herself a small smile, turning to let the water stream course down, between and around her considerable breasts. This was going to be a good day.


The high school girl grabbed a bar of soap and began to run it along the contours of her body. Not unpredictably, a sense of wistfulness filled her. Showers, even when they were as satisfying as the one she was currently enjoying, were a mixed blessing, for they always reminded her of two things: one, that she was damn fine, and two, that she still had no boyfriend to appreciate that fact.


A small sigh escaped her full pink lips. The soap bar had by now reached her pubic region. Her thumb brushed against the skin immediately surrounding her pussy, sending a shiver down her spine. The feeling of contact down there was not a foreign thing – she had discovered the joys of self-pleasure years ago – but her life was so busy that it seemed she never had time for such luxuries anymore.


Regretfully she quashed an urge to slip her fingers into her tight sex. Even now, she was in something of a hurry – the established routine expected her to be out of the shower and cooking breakfast before Elijah woke up. Savannah moved the soap bar along down her thighs instead, resuming the process. If she was lucky, maybe she would have time to try again, while Mara thought she was doing homework in their room.


Savannah almost giggled. Everybody needed a secret or two. Her siblings thought she was a boring goody-two-shoes academic, and in large part, she had to admit they were right. It was why they never questioned her insistence on locking herself up in the girls’ room for several hours every night, claiming that she needed privacy for her course work. She could only imagine how shocked her brother and sister would be if they discovered that she often used that private time for endeavors decidedly not academic.


Turning the faucet off, the oldest of the Gordeaux children stepped out of the shower. Savannah liked very warm water, and after nearly ten minutes of bathing, the entire bathroom was filled with a light mist. It felt a little bit like a sauna. One day, when she was finished with college and had a well-paying job, when she didn’t have to worry about taking care of her siblings, she hoped she would be able to patronize actual saunas. Maybe she would even go accompanied by the man of her dreams.


Such were the encouraging thoughts that empowered Savannah to push aside her general discontent, dress herself – today in a light, form-hugging brown long-sleeve shirt and customary light blue jeans – and step out of the bathroom, ready to tackle another cycle of mind-numbing routine.







That routine was almost immediately broken. Savannah stopped in her tracks on the threshold between the living room and kitchen, blinking in surprise. Both Mara and Elijah were already at the breakfast table, sitting in silence and staring at its wooden surface.


Savannah’s shapely eyebrows needled together. Mara usually watched TV until food was ready, so while her placement was a little weird, it wasn’t beyond feasibility. Maybe there’d been nothing good to watch. But Elijah wasn’t even supposed to be awake yet. His alarm was carefully timed to go off shortly after Savannah’s shower, after which he himself would bathe.


Then Savannah observed that both of her siblings looked particularly disgruntled that morning. Elijah’s eyes were blank and a little haunted, like he’d seen a ghost, and his hair stuck up in every direction. Mara’s short hair was likewise messy, and she lacked her usual light application of makeup. The most logical conclusion was that they’d both had trouble sleeping, explaining both their appearances and their unusual timing.


“Hi, guys,” she managed to say. Finding the ability of locomotion again, she walked over to the refrigerator and set to rummaging around for food.


There was no answer. Savannah turned slowly around and closed the refrigerator door, holding a carton of eggs and some butter. Mara and Elijah were still staring at the table, showing no sign of having heard her.


“Guys?” She prompted, wandering over to the kitchen counter but still keeping her eyes on her mysteriously silent siblings. “What’s wrong? Didn’t sleep well?”


To her relief, and dim amusement, Elijah looked up at her sluggishly, mouth slightly agape. “Oh. Hey, Savannah.”


You’re just noticing me? “Hey, yourself.” Savannah glanced from him to Mara, who continued to study the table’s surface with great interest. “You guys look like you had a rough night.”







A rough night, Elijah thought to himself churlishly, was a severe understatement. He turned sleep-deprived eyes briefly to Mara and found that he still couldn’t keep them on her for more than a few seconds. The sight of her instantly evoked mental images of a head bobbing up and down on his cock, a head that had no business being there, and those were images he really didn’t want to see at that moment. He still wasn’t entirely convinced that they weren’t imagined, snippets of a brutally realistic dream.


Then again, if it had all been a dream, he wouldn’t be so tired. He hadn’t been able to fall back asleep after –


“Yeah,” he grunted, squeezing his eyes shut and willing himself to think of other things. Video games! Sports! Normal stuff! “Couldn’t – couldn’t sleep.”


Savannah pouted sympathetically. “You either, Mara?”


The young brunette didn’t reply. Savannah waited for a moment – Elijah could tell she was debating whether or not it would be wise to press the issue – and then she seemed to decide to leave the matter alone, turning away to work on breakfast.


Elijah rubbed at his forehead wearily, listening to the clanking and dinging of pots, pans and silverware. No, the events of the last night had not been a dream. His fatigue was real. Staying up through the small hours of the morning, letting his brain catch up to reality, had not been a figment of his imagination.


His little sister had given him a blowjob.


And he’d let her.


There was a whole host of things wrong with that, the most obvious of which was the fact that incest was illegal and something he’d always considered creepy, but the thing that bothered him most was the behavioral shift in Mara. Just the other morning, she’d snapped at him for asking how she was liking high school. How did one make the transition from evidently hating someone’s guts to wanting to suck their dick? 


Elijah had wished for some time that he and Mara could go back to being close, but he’d never dreamt of it happening like this.


He noticed that Savannah was placing a dish in front of him, laden with eggs and toast. He shot her a nervous grin. There was no way Savannah could tell that anything had happened between him and Mara, but he still felt jittery. What if he blurted out something suspicious? Even worse, what if Mara told her? Elijah was suddenly queasy. What if nothing had changed between him and Mara, after all? What if the whole thing had been an elaborate ruse to get him in trouble? She had a cell phone that could record video. What if she’d recorded the whole thing, and somehow framed it so that it seemed he was forcing her to suck him off?


Elijah stared in growing horror at Mara, utterly convinced that this was the case, but after a few seconds he calmed down. If his little sister was scheming, he doubted she’d look as confused as he was. He still had a soft spot for her, anyway – bitchy as she’d been lately, she’d never been the conniving type.


“…so I’m not sure if that one would work out,” Savannah was saying, completely oblivious to the storm of conflict in her brother’s mind.


“Guh?” Elijah replied eloquently. “Sorry, I – what?”


Savannah chewed slowly on a piece of toast, narrowing her eyes at him. “Okay, you’re starting to worry me. Are you feeling all right?”


Fuck no. “I’m fine. Just – tired. That’s all.” Elijah glanced nervously at Mara.


Savannah nodded in a way that said her bullshit detector was going off. Her blue eyes, as ever in odd contrast to her siblings’ green, flitted to Mara. “Hey.” She reached out across the table and snapped her delicate fingers. “Mara. If you don’t say something I’m gonna call an ambulance. You’re weirding me out.”


For the first time, the younger girl showed signs of life. Still not looking up, she said, very quietly, “I’m fine.”


Elijah was busy tracing the butter streams on his piece of toast, but he could practically feel the stupefied look on Savannah’s face. He was a little shocked, too – they were no longer accustomed to Mara sounding so subdued, especially in the morning, when she was usually at her grouchiest.


The proceeding minutes passed in a silence so awkward that Elijah started to wish he could switch places with the toast on his plate. The few times he looked up, it was usually to see Savannah staring at him, or Mara, like they’d just proposed some absurd new theory on the origins of life in the universe. He felt a little bad for her. She was out of her depth here – she could pay the bills, she could sign their school papers, and she could handle the taxes, but she was still a teenager herself. How was she supposed to get through to troubled siblings when she was only a couple years their elder?


Relief poured off of her in waves when Savannah downed her last scrap of eggs. The older girl stood. Elijah noticed with dismay that, after opening himself to sexual admiration of Mara’s body the night before, the resulting jiggle of his sister’s huge breasts started an erection forming in his pants. Years of repressed reactions were apparently only an incestuous blowjob away from release.


Oh no, he thought. My sisters are hot.


It was the first time this realization had ever truly sunk in, and it was promptly followed by a thought he’d never thought possible: he desperately wanted to go to school. At least there, he rarely ever saw his sisters, and would be able to clear his head.


If he was too obvious about staring at her chest, Savannah didn’t say anything. Holding her emptied plate, she worked her mouth wordlessly a few times, as though trying to think of something to say to them. Giving up, she just shook her head a little and discarded her silverware next to the kitchen sink. “I’ll be in my room.”


Normally, Mara might have taken issue, very vocally, with the phrase ‘my room.’ Today, she continued gnawing at a fingernail, gazing unseeingly at untouched food. Elijah began to worry that she’d sucked him off too energetically and knocked something loose upstairs.


He and Mara remained frozen for a little longer, and then Elijah checked his watch. There were still an agonizing thirty minutes until the trio would leave for school. The prospect of sitting in silence with the sister whose mouth he’d fucked, for another half hour, petrified him. Life returned to his legs. He pushed back away from the table and scurried down the hallway to his bedroom, intent on grabbing his clothes and killing some time with a shower.







Mara turned her head minutely and watched him go. She didn’t know just how weird the morning had felt for Elijah, but it was killing her inside. She knew she’d botched things up the night before. Calling him a ‘perv’ and then fleeing the scene had not been the most ideal way to end a sexual encounter with her own brother, especially since she’d been the one to initiate the proceedings.


She could tell there was more than that bothering him, though. If her name-calling had been the only problem, she was sure they’d have broken the silence hours ago. She thought back to the troubled expression on Elijah’s face, immediately after he’d ejaculated all over her small hands. He’d started suggesting that they ‘talk,’ which had instantly shot cold fear through her veins. He was on the verge of suggesting they never do it again, she was sure of it! Cutting him off and leaving before he could do so was the only solution that had seemed logical to her.


Part of her was glad he hadn’t had the opportunity – at least, so far – to put a halt to their new relationship, which to her bafflement she fervently wanted to continue; but she also knew that they would have to talk eventually if she wanted that to happen. She couldn’t satisfy her hunger by sneaking in blowjobs while he was sleeping, not only because he’d proven that he wasn’t a deep enough sleeper, but more fundamentally because that wasn’t good enough anymore. She’d had a taste, and she would only need more and more from there on out.


A stone-hard determination that had formed in earnest after her parents’ death, giving her the strength to persevere, filled Mara. She was sure that Elijah had enjoyed her oral attentions. The blissful expression on his face while her tongue had lapped at his cock had proved it. So what if he was having some reservations now? Long-accepted morals couldn’t be so great if they made people feel guilty for perfectly harmless sexual experimenting. What was the danger in exploring such things with one’s own sibling?


More basically still, some long-buried part of her had been so happy to do something good for Elijah. If they broke off now, especially on such awkward terms, how could she ever hope to mend her bond with him?


If she wanted things to continue – and she did – she would have to lend some of her own conviction to her brother, and convince him that it was okay.


Paying no attention to the unscathed plate of food before her, Mara got up from the table and quietly followed in Elijah’s footsteps.







The bathroom still felt muggy after Savannah’s shower. The sweet smell of her perfume, something Elijah had never really paid much attention to, lingered as well. An image of his older sister, wearing nothing but a bra and panties, spraying perfume all over her body, hit him, and he was unable to contain a small groan of frustration. What was happening to him?


Just the day before, Elijah’s entire understanding of all things sexual consisted of internet pornography and oft-times unenthusiastic masturbation. He very much wished he could go back to that.


On the other hand, a sly voice whispered in his head, how could he go back to that? How could he be satisfied with using his own hands when he’d had a taste of a woman’s touch, the feel of a hot wet mouth wrapped enveloping his dick?


But she’s my sister!


Elijah closed his eyes and slumped against the bathroom door. Part of him wanted to stay that way forever. Maybe he could find some way to funnel food inside. He would have plenty of clean tap water. And he wouldn’t have to deal with all of these conflicting, perplexing thoughts and desires, clashing against each other and leaving him unsure of what he wanted, of what was right.


The door handle clicked.


More out of surprise than anything, Elijah gasped and propelled himself away, coming to a stop a few paces from the door. With alarm he noticed that he hadn’t locked it behind him. He really was distracted.


He couldn’t have been more terrified if Satan himself walked over the threshold – it was Mara. The young girl slipped in furtively, peeking surreptitiously over her shoulder, presumably to make sure Savannah didn’t see, and then closed the door behind her. She did lock it.


The sheer unexpectedness of the whole situation broke the no-talking rule which had existed between Elijah and his sister for the whole morning. “What are you doing?” He hissed.


Mara met his gaze evenly. She had her lower lip stuck out slightly in a pout which had become all too familiar lately. It was the I want pout. “I want more.”


Elijah’s cock stirred hopefully in his pants. Cursing inwardly, he willed it to stand down. “Are you kidding me?” He demanded, managing to sound slightly hysterical despite the fact he was whispering. “Let me get this straight. You come into my room in the middle of the night – you beg me to let you suck my dick – I let you, you call me a perv and run away – you don’t talk to me all morning – and now you want more?”


“I didn’t beg,” Mara snapped, crossing her arms beneath her petite but ever-growing breasts. “And don’t act like this is all on me. You loved how I sucked your cock – ”


Elijah hissed like she’d just shot him in the foot.


“ – and you didn’t talk to me, either,” Mara continued.


“That’s because when I tried last night you developed bipolar disorder and left my room!” Elijah swung a hand through the air as though its very existence was responsible for his predicament.


He would’ve preferred for her to shout at him when he saw what happened next. Mara’s face lost its steely resolve, softening so that she looked strikingly vulnerable. She averted her eyes. “I was scared,” she said in a small voice.


Just like that, Elijah’s defenses crumbled. His posture, which he observed with some embarrassment was akin to a fighting stance, relaxed. “Scared?”


Mara nodded almost imperceptibly. “That you would push me away,” she said quietly.


It felt like she’d driven a spike into his heart. Suddenly she looked a lot less like a fiendish succubus and a lot more like his little sister, the girl from whom he’d been inseparable. “It’s not about pushing you away,” Elijah said, closing the distance between them. Mara’s green eyes swiveled up to his face. Standing so close, their size difference was especially noticeable; she barely reached his chest. “Mara, what we did last night was – ”


“No it wasn’t,” Mara cut him off. He was taken aback by the fierceness of her voice, and the fire in her eyes. “It wasn’t wrong. I don’t care what anyone says.” She hesitated, the blaze flickering. “It…it did feel good, didn’t it?”


His first instinct was to lie, tell her that it didn’t, because that way she might become discouraged and the path of immorality they were on could be avoided – but looking into her eyes, he found that he couldn’t bring himself to do that. When they were younger, he’d lied to her before, and when he’d seen how she cried after finding out, he’d promised never to do it again. “Yes,” he admitted. “It did. But – ”


“‘But’ nothing,” Mara said. She stepped closer still, so that she had to crane her neck to look up at him. Her smooth, cool hands grasped his forearms, and a strange warmth spread through his body. “Who’s it hurting, if we both enjoyed it? I – ” She blushed deeply. “I haven’t been very nice to you lately. I liked…doing something nice…for you.”


Elijah’s first reaction to this was physical, his cock reaching full erection. Mara was standing so close now that the considerable tent in his pants prodded against her stomach; she gasped, face somehow managing to redden even more, but did not step away.


Deeper than that, though, a part of himself that Elijah had thought was dead was glowing happily. His best friend was back. Sure, the circumstances were really strange, maybe even objectively wrong, but it was the little sister he’d always loved who had just spoken, not the irritable teenager of more recent months. Elijah was suddenly sure, with perfect conviction, that nothing else really mattered. Come what may, if it meant finding the warmth of Mara’s company again, he would give her what she wanted.


No – what they wanted. The blowjob had felt good. Once he could see past the initial guilt, Elijah realized he did want the same thing.


He smiled gently down at his little sister, reaching up with one hand to place it against her cheek. It was so smooth, and warm, too, flushed with embarrassment as it was. “That’s twice now I’ve made you beg, huh?”







The sensation of her brother’s thinly clothed hard-on brushing up against her stomach had taken her breath away, but when his big, slightly coarse hand cupped her cheek, it took all of Mara’s effort to keep her knees from buckling. Some things didn’t change, even after all this time. Elijah still had such power over her; she still thought of him almost as a god, especially now, after the discovery of his very adult sexuality had made him so intimidating.


Mara was dimly annoyed to find her vision blurring a bit with tears as she smiled back up at him. “That’s because you’re such a goody-two-shoes,” she said, almost as surprised as he no doubt was to hear how lovingly it came out. “You’ve always had to be coaxed into breaking the rules.”


Elijah’s smile widened. His green eyes looked so warm and tender that Mara felt none of the self-consciousness that had so often gripped her lately. From him she could fathom no disapproval, no criticism, only love, which she had not realized how badly she needed. It seemed so enormously foolish now, how she’d lashed out at him, moving further and further away from that very thing.


Neither of them said anything else for a few seconds. Mara felt Elijah’s still fully erect cock twitch against her slender stomach and knew, in that same instant, exactly how to proceed. She held her brother’s gaze for another moment, and then lowered gracefully to her knees, bringing his needy erection to eye level.


She didn’t know if it was just the mugginess of the bathroom, or part of the same lustful hunger which she’d discovered the night before, but Mara became aware that she was feeling very hot now. It was probably a bit of both.


She reached up to pull Elijah’s pants down, suddenly convinced that it was urgent his cock be able to breathe. How inhumane, for such a glorious tool to be imprisoned – she would release it and sate its needs.


Elijah’s hands closed over hers briefly. She looked up curiously, only to find him smiling down at her with the same tenderness as before. Heart soaring, Mara’s lips returned the gesture once again; he removed his hands, and she pulled his pants down, letting them fall to his ankles.


The newly freed cock wobbled tremulously in the air, twitching minutely, so alive and potent. Mara stared at it worshipfully, lips parting slightly, breaths short and a little ragged, feeling the now-familiar flutter in her stomach return. The sensation only strengthened when her eyes found Elijah’s ballsack, smooth and dark and big, container of the vital white liquid Mara craved more than anything.


Driven by an instinct she couldn’t understand but had learned to surrender to, the young brunette drove her face forward, burying her nose and mouth deeply in Elijah’s testicles. She heard him gasp. Her entire world was sex, now – at this angle, his hard, hot cock was laying atop her forehead; her nostrils were filled with the salty, pungent odor of her brother’s balls, and as her mouth ventured open, tongue flicking out to lap at them, she was met with a correspondingly brackish taste.


It felt so right to her, rubbing her brother’s balls all over her face, that she regretted not doing so long ago. The way Elijah was starting to pant, and the small groan of pleasure he released, only drove Mara to greater enthusiasm. She licked and sucked at his balls almost frantically, slimy tongue running over every inch of their softly skinned circumference, sealing her lips first on one and then the other to pull and tug hungrily. Forget Christ, or Allah, all of the gods man had ever invented. To Mara, there was no greater power, no thing worthier of worship, than her big brother’s ballsack, heavy and ripe and fertile.


But it was the seed those balls contained that she really wanted, and whose expulsion, she knew, would bring Elijah the most happiness.







Without the same reservations as the night prior, the sight of being orally serviced by his little sister was especially appreciable to Elijah. He watched raptly, intent on committing the images to memory – this was something he did not want to ever forget – as Mara’s head maneuvered with uncanny skill around his groin, mouth glued to his balls.


He’d never paid much attention, when watching pornography, to scenes involving ballsucking, a decision which, he decided now, had been dreadfully misguided. Mara’s hot, warm mouth massaged his testicles, tongue lapping all around, periodically slipping out to peek lewdly at him, wiggling in its efforts to pleasure him, and he could not imagine anything better.


Somehow, it suddenly felt like his close relationship with Mara as children was always leading up to this. The younger sibling, she’d always worshipped him, following him without question,  so desperate to please him and keep his favor that she would often endure movies or games he knew she didn’t particularly like. Now, on her knees before him and slurping wetly on his balls, nothing was really all that different – he was still the older brother, and she was still the little sister trying to keep him happy. Their roles had simply been adjusted for much more adult tastes.


Elijah’s lust-hazed contemplations were interrupted by a pleasure so overwhelming that he momentarily feared he would faint.


He looked down in awe. His little sister’s nose was shoved right up against his groin, tongue slurping about his shaft, as she took his entire cock into her mouth. There had been no preparation, no ado – she’d just transitioned smoothly from sucking his balls to deepthroating him with a kind of ease a lot of professional whores would have killed for.


“Holy fuck,” he wheezed, spots in his eyes.


As if that mind-shattering pleasure weren’t enough, his whole shaft enveloped in impossibly moist hotness, tongue wiggling all around it, Mara began to bob her head minutely, adding the sensation of rhythmic milking on top of it all. Elijah’s body stiffened – he stared in disbelief at his sister. She looked right back up at him, eyes slightly clouded, face red, her expression asking the same innocent question as it had the night before: am I sucking it good, big brother?


“Mara,” he breathed, impressed by and scared of and adoring his little sister. He threw his head back and came.







 Mara was not sure why her brother looked so amazed as he gaped down at her, watching her take his entire thick cock into her throat, but it made her blush. When they were little, he always beat her at the video games they played; but once, just once, she remembered surprising him, defeating him cleanly, and he’d looked at her with a similar kind of awe. It made her happy to see it on his face again.


Anything to impress you, big brother.


Mischievously she decided to push it even further. If he looked amazed now, just imagine how he’d look when he saw what she could really do. Familiar determination filled her, and Mara began to bob her head up and down a little, never letting more than an inch of her brother’s wholly engulfed manhood slip out of her mouth.


Just as she’d predicted, the look on Elijah’s face transitioned from awe to pure bliss. The lewd wet slurps and little moans that escaped her mouth were a little embarrassing, and she was starting to feel light-headed, but she didn’t care. Her body was flush with satisfaction, and if it meant keeping Elijah so happy, she would’ve continued until she suffocated.


Fortunately for both of them, it didn’t come to that. After a couple minutes of milking her brother’s cock thusly with her mouth, its by now sopping wet hardness began to twitch and convulse even more aggressively than usual. It felt strange, bucking around in the tight confines of Mara’s throat. She remembered how it had done much the same in her hands last night, and realized what was about to happen. She was going to swallow her brother’s load.


A shiver of anticipation ran through Mara. If having Elijah’s sticky white seed all over her hands had proven satisfying for her hunger, she could only imagine how amazing it would be to actually swallow it. Eagerly she increased the pace of her sucking, wiggling and maneuvering her tongue ever more inventively.


Three things happened in immediate succession as Elijah’s cock suddenly tensed, shooting spurt after thick spurt of semen directly into Mara’s throat; first, her older brother’s hands clutched the top of her head, raking through her soft brown hair, and pulled her face forcefully into his lap, smashing her nose against his crotch and pressing her chin into his engorged balls; second, Elijah groaned triumphantly and loudly, too loudly, so loudly that someone could have heard; and finally, someone knocked on the bathroom door.


Mara’s eyes widened, because it could only be Savannah’s fist rapping against the door, but mostly because Elijah was still cumming into her throat, and with her nostrils smashed up against his crotch and her mouth stuffed with his hard cock, she couldn’t breathe.







Elijah’s groan of primal satisfaction as he poured his hot seed into his little sister’s mouth, thickly coating her tight young throat, trailed off immediately as someone knocked on the door.


Savannah!

Elijah’s head cleared instantly, not entirely, but enough to focus on more than Mara slurping on his dick. Adrenaline rushed through his system at the awareness that what he was doing would look really bad, if discovered by anyone else, and he was immensely grateful that Mara had locked the door.


“What?” He shouted as casually as possible.


A silence followed. It was punctuated briefly by a lewd gagging sound. Elijah glanced apologetically down at Mara, whose face was still shoved into his crotch. He’d finished cumming several moments ago, but nestled in a hot moist mouth as it was, his cock was not softening, and the young girl was no doubt running low on breath.


“Are you okay?” Savannah’s voice finally called back a little apprehensively. “That didn’t sound so good.”


Elijah almost asked what she meant, then remembered the loud groan he’d leased during climax. He squeezed his eyes shut. God dammit. “Yeah, I’m – I’m fine!” He replied. “Just a little…indigestion.”


“Oh,” Savannah said. He congratulated himself on his improvisational skills; she surely wouldn’t pursue that matter. “Alright, well – I’m gonna go get the car started. Do you know where Mara is?”


Oh, she’s just giving me a blowjob. “Nope.”


He heard Savannah sigh loudly, and then fading footsteps suggested she was leaving. Exhaling in relief, Elijah released his grip on Mara’s head, which immediately sprang back. His cock came loose of her mouth with a loud, wet pop!


Elijah winced as his little sister, face deeply reddened, eyes watering, panted loudly and coughed several times. She wiped a thick string of saliva off of her chin. There was no trace of his cum, he observed, which indicated she’d swallowed every last drop.


The thought filled him with lust all over again. His erection twitched longingly, feeling naked without the embrace of Mara’s throat.


“Sorry,” he said meekly, reluctantly roping in his runaway urges. Elijah pulled his pants up. “Christ, Mara, that was – amazing. Where did you learn to do that?”


The dazed look on Mara’s face was replaced by an endearing pride. “What do you mean, where did I learn it?” She asked loftily, voice a little hoarse. She coughed a few more times; Elijah winced again. He silently vowed to make up for his rashness at some point. “I just did it. I thought it’d feel good.” She stood and faced the mirror, smoothing her hair. She glanced at him hopefully. “...So you did like it?”


Elijah smiled widely and genuinely. Affection swelled up inside him. Okay, it was still weird that he was getting blowjobs from his little sister, but it was so nice seeing her cute side again that he could overlook that detail. He pressed up close behind her, groin rubbing against her big soft ass, wrapping his arms around her stomach. He kissed her neck, and then her cheek. “Nicest thing anyone’s ever done for me.” He said it jokingly, but when he thought about it, it really wasn’t far from the truth. Whether that was depressing or awesome he couldn’t tell.


Mara’s reflection in the mirror beamed at him. She ran her small, smooth and delicate hands along his arms, letting her head fall back to rest on his chest. “I love you, big brother.” She paused, giggled. “And your cock.”


Elijah kissed her again. “I love you, too.”


This was starting to look like an arrangement he could get used to.



Chapter 5 - Like Old Times

When Mara Gordeaux had proclaimed her love to her older brother, she had meant it – and in a way she’d never imagined.


It felt so right.


Half an hour after milking Elijah’s cock dry with her mouth, she strolled through the high school hallways so confidently, irrepressible smile tugging at her lips, that she drew more than a few stares. It was not a big student body; people knew each other. Mara was not recognized for her cheerful spirit. If anything, people had started to expect seeing her storming down the corridors with a scowl on her face. The change was striking.


Mara took the gawking in stride. For once, she did not descend into paranoid fear that her peers were whispering mockingly to each other about her fat butt – she wasn’t even ashamed of it anymore. She’d seen the way Elijah looked at it so admiringly, and she was starting to feel very grateful for the way her body was fleshing out, contours flaring out into pronounced curves. If Elijah liked it, it was vital that she learn how to flaunt it best for his benefit.


The fourteen-year-old girl’s heart soared as she remembered the way her older brother had wrapped his masculine arms around her petite frame, the way her flesh had tingled as he pressed his lips to her neck. Already her every thought, every fiber of her being, was anticipating when they could be together again. Like her outward attitude, that was a big change from just the previous morning, when she was still lashing out at him in confused bitterness.


Doubts about the morality of the situation no longer even occurred to her.


Mara paused in the hallway as a water fountain came into view. She normally avoided the dispensers like the plague – the school janitors did a lackluster job in keeping them sanitary – but she made an allowance, just this once, stepping up to it and leaning down to sip at lukewarm water. Her throat was aching a little bit after the way she’d energetically rammed Elijah’s cock into it that morning; her voice was a little hoarse, too, which had provoked a whole storm of inquiries, on Savannah’s part, into her health. Mara didn’t mind. If anything, the soreness filled her with a sense of pride, provided a kind of testimony: Look what I endure to make my brother happy.


Lost in her thoughts, fantasizing about all of the inventive ways she would make up to Elijah for months of bitchy behavior and satisfy cravings which excited and shamed her, Mara was caught very much by surprise when a finger poked into her side.


“You’re it,” a familiar voice giggled.


To her credit, Mara was able to suppress a loud sigh which would have betrayed her annoyance. She finished sipping the water fountain’s offerings and straightened, turning to face her classmate, Heather. “Hey.”


Instead of replying, the lanky brunette pursed her lips critically and took a step back, tilting her face from side to side, eyes scrutinizing Mara. Panic flashed in the youngest Gordeaux sibling. Was there some trace of her session with Elijah still remaining, on her face or elsewhere? She hadn’t had time to wash her hair – was there some stray fluid clinging to it?


Panic blossomed into full-blown fear as Heather arched an eyebrow and said: “Alright, confess.”


Excuses and stories of varying inventiveness flooded through Mara’s mind. “What are you talking about?”


Heather squinted at her piercingly for another long moment. Then she smiled and laughed. “You are glowing, girl. What’s up?”


Mara hoped her relief didn’t show too much. Feeling a little flattered – was she really ‘glowing?’ Would Elijah notice? – she shrugged and smiled back, rejoining the migrating flow of students. “I had a good night.”


“It’s a boy, isn’t it?” Heather crowed, releasing a somewhat alarming squeal of excitement. “Come on, you can tell me. Who is it?” Her eyes widened. She stepped in front of Mara, halting her progress. “It’s that boy from our geometry class, isn’t it? Ohmigod, he was totally hitting on you the other day, but I didn’t think you – ”


Mara winced, considering how best to reply. Her classmate’s guess about her apparently evident high spirits was surprisingly accurate – it was because of a boy. Confessing that much, though, would be like stepping onto a minefield. She wouldn’t be able to shut Heather up until she told her who the boy was. If she lied and told her it was one of their classmates, eventually it would come back to bite her; gossip got around quickly, and Heather was a repeat offender in that category. But she obviously couldn’t say it was her brother, much less what she was doing with him.


Mara almost laughed when she remembered that Heather was the reason she was fucking her brother in the first place. Deciding that the girl deserved at least some gratitude for starting her down that path, unwittingly or no, she wrapped Heather in a brief hug and stepped around her. “Yes, it’s a boy. But I can’t tell you who.”


Looking a little shellshocked – Mara had never been the type to express affection physically (or at all, for that matter) – Heather fell back into step next to her, grinning knowingly. “Oooh, it’s a secret, huh? What is it, like, forbidden love?”


Again struck by the accuracy of Heather’s speculations, Mara let her lips curl up in another coy smile. “You could say that,” she said softly, relishing the flutter in her stomach, feeling almost as if Elijah were pressed up against her, arms wrapped around her, again.


Completely unaware of the incestuous fantasies playing out in her friend’s head, Heather giggled and wrapped her arms around one of Mara’s. “Okay, lovergirl, keep your secret if you want. You know I’ll figure it out eventually.”

Mara said nothing, did not even object to the invasion of her personal space, which would have been a dealbreaker the day before. She was too busy anticipating something that she hadn’t since middle school: getting home to play with her big brother.

Well, getting home to pleasure him was a better way to describe it, but it all amounted to much the same thing anyway.







Elijah went through his school day in a haze. He had a hard enough time focusing on schoolwork already – he wasn’t like Savannah, wasn’t much of an academic – but after two sexual encounters with his little sister, taking place within mere hours of each other, scholarly concentration was a lost cause.


Unlike Mara, he still had one stubborn, nagging doubt about what they were doing. He was three years her elder, and society had had a little more time to instill its basic values in him. Incest, he’d long since learned, was wrong. At least, within a certain boundary. Apparently, romantic relationships with cousins was still a pretty common practice in some parts of the world. Hell, the more he thought about it, the more countries he could think of where incest was thought of at least a little more leniently. The legal view of the matter was admittedly kind of convoluted.


The way society reacted to stories of incest in the news, however, was crystal clear. The people who engaged in it were freaks, weirdoes, rednecks. They were the awkward outcasts of mankind, people to be pitied and scorned.


But what did any of that matter?


Such considerations were reflexes born of years of conditioning, weak concessions to the environment Elijah had grown up in. The undeniable, unworldly pleasure of his cock wrapped in the hot, wet confines of his sister’s mouth, the shy and adoring way Mara had smiled at him in the bathroom that morning, the way they were finally getting along again – better than ever, in fact – those things were all much more real, and the argument they provided, in favor of the relationship, was next to overwhelming.


Elijah knew, in the back of his head, even as the debate played out countless times, that he would continue down the path of sin. It just felt too good, was just too exciting, and more basically, he’d missed Mara’s company too much to turn her away now. He hadn’t realized just how precious her companionship was until he’d lost her to the forces of tragedy and puberty.


He also knew that there were countless ways it could all lead to disaster.


So lost was he in his thoughts that the school day seemed to pass in the blink of an eye. He was unsure how he’d managed to get through it without being too obvious about his distracted state, but Elijah was not one to question good fortune. As always, he boarded the school bus and got off at the stop nearest his workplace.


Radio Hut looked as neglected as ever that day. The only cars in the parking lot were Ulan’s – a neon yellow sedan with entirely black tires, a level of obnoxious that was quintessentially him – and, to Elijah’s despair, a monstrous gray Hummer that belonged to the only other employee of the store, Chris Brockton. Chris was a thickset rich boy who had graduated from Elijah’s high school two years ago. Being around him could reasonably have been branded as a health hazard; he was mind-numbingly stupid, and the scope of conversational topics he was receptive to consisted of inflammatory political commentary and discussion of how many hot women he’d banged.


Removing his hoodie to reveal the Radio Hut t-shirt underneath, Elijah took a deep breath and stepped into Ulan’s tech retailer lair, memories of which he fully intended to repress later in life.


Chris, his square head as ever appearing to sink into his trunk of a neck, had his attention fixed on the TV nearest the cash register and didn’t notice him. Treading carefully, as though hoping he might get through his entire shift unnoticed if he was quiet enough, Elijah crept up and joined him behind the counter, stuffing his school bag and sweatshirt in its interior.


“Global warming,” Chris commented suddenly in his deep voice, saying the term in a way that suggested either disdain or severe indigestion.


The knowledge that he would eventually be noticed didn’t make it any less disappointing. Elijah rubbed his eyes wearily, sensing the undoubtedly eloquent tirade that was due to be launched. “What about it, Chris?”


The older boy scrunched up his face – again, it could just as easily have been scorn or a cry for gastrointestinal relief – and indicated the TV with both hands. A news network known for its politically biased viewpoints was on display. Somehow Elijah doubted that Ulan would have approved of Chris stopping the usual sexy movie fare, but he had a knack for getting away with things. “It’s just – it’s the biggest spoon of B.S. I’ve ever heard.”


Spoon of B.S., Elijah echoed mentally, locking the phrase away for when he’d need a good laugh. “Chris, literally the entire global scientific community agrees that mankind is influencing climate change.”


“That’s not true,” Chris retorted, now holding a finger as thick as a sausage up in Elijah’s face. “They just had a dude on a few seconds ago. He said – ”


“Chris, every ‘scientist’ who goes on that channel is a nutjob.”


“Whatever, bro.” The hulking Radio Hut employee and climate change denier scoffed and hit a button on a remote. A sci-fi movie promptly resumed its rightful place on the display television.


Elijah was vaguely disappointed that his coworker didn’t pursue the issue – he’d gone on some truly impressive rants, at least in the regard of how utterly nonsensical they were – but he let it drop. After a few minutes of silence, his thoughts drifted inevitably back to Mara. His manhood twitched in his jeans as images of her cute little face buried in his crotch surfaced in his mind. He was suddenly filled with two powerful and contradictory urges: to go home, and to flee the country.


Displaying his brain’s remarkable one-track nature, Chris leaned in conspiratorially and said, “Dude. Remember that yoga instructor I told you about the other day?”


Elijah nodded distractedly. Truth be told, Chris waxed poetic on so many sexual conquests that he had long since lost track of which was which. Part of him thought it was all made up, but Chris’s family was swimming in so much money that another part of him was inclined to believe the stories.


“I banged her yesterday,” Chris gloated, sounding like he was barely managing to contain his excitement enough to keep his voice low. He held out both hands two feet apart, biting at his lower lip. “Ass like that. Tapped it till she couldn’t walk straight.”


“That’s nice,” Elijah muttered as disinterestedly as always. He was actually paying more attention to Chris’s words than he had in a long time. He stared dreamily at the TV, rapidly becoming unable to think of anything but Mara’s ass. He hadn’t seen it naked yet. He wondered what her pussy would look like, how tight her young butthole must be. His erection strained harder against his paints.


Okay, he definitely wanted to get home. Elijah hadn’t looked forward to going back to the Gordeaux apartment in months. His sister had given him a reason now – a very round, curvy reason.


“’Ey, yo,” Chris interrupted his increasingly lust-filled reverie. The bigger man looked around again, ostensibly to make sure no one was listening – though who he thought might be eavesdropping was anyone’s guess; the store was quiet as always – and leaned closer. “You get any tail lately?”


Elijah imagined how his dullard of a coworker would respond if he shared that he was banging his little sister. The idea cheered him immensely. Outwardly, he just gave his best deadpan expression. “Really, Chris? Really?”


“You can tell me, bro,” Chris said innocently. He straightened and held his hands out disarmingly. “We’re both guys. We know the score. Get in, and get out.” He laughed like this was the funniest thing he’d ever heard.


Elijah was saved the trouble of replying by the timely intrusion of mister Ulan. The rotund, dark-skinned man burst out of his office with a gusto, brandishing a clipboard and pen. “Gentlemen!” he cried, waddling up to them. Both of his employees watched in something like fear – different as they were, their wariness of Ulan was rare common ground. “Who wants to go out back – ” He pronounced it like ‘Bach’ – “and take inven-tor-ee?”


Elijah surprised both of them by shooting his hand into the air. “Me! I’ll do it.”


Chris and Ulan gaped at him for a moment. Normally, both of the Radio Hut employees grappled to get out of inventory duty – it was a monotonous process where every item in the warehouse had to be combed over and accounted for on a checklist. For Elijah right then, that was a small price to be paid. The chore would put him in the isolation of the warehouse for most of the remainder of his shift, allowing him to think in peace.


Ulan, recovering from his surprise, flashed a blinding smile and handed Elijah the clipboard. “I love your enthoooziasm, meestah Gordeaux! Off you go.”


Elijah smiled, nodded, and darted off, already lost in fantasies about his little sister’s as-yet unseen ass.







Mara glared at Savannah. They were sitting together on the living room couch after eating dinner. That never happened. Usually the oldest of the Gordeaux children was in the girls’ room by that time of night, soldiering away on homework. The deviation in routine would have been unwelcome on any night – Mara valued her alone time – but now it was particularly grating.


The young brunette was horny. She’d spent the whole school day fantasizing about her brother’s cock, remembering the warmth of his seed as it poured down her throat, and her lust was at a fever pitch. It had taken all of her resolve not to dart into one of the school bathrooms and masturbate. She knew that the satisfaction would be even more amazing if she waited until she was reunited with Elijah.


But with Savannah a foot away, playing the concerned sister – she was reaching out with probing questions, apparently still worried about her silence at breakfast that morning – it was painfully difficult to indulge in her sexual anticipation.


“You can tell me what’s up, you know,” Savannah was saying, idly stroking a length of her blond-streaked hair. “I’ve been through everything you’re going through. It’s not good to keep things bottled up.”


The corner of Mara’s lips twitched upward. Not everything I’ve been through, sis. “I told you, I’m fine. I was just tired.”


Savannah, not looking convinced, gnawed at her lower lip thoughtfully. After a second she placed a hand on Mara’s knee. “Puberty can be confusing,” she prefaced awkwardly, poised to launch into a conversation her little sister wanted no part of.


Mara was debating whether to dodge the bullet by retreating, or inflicting blunt trauma to Savannah’s head, when the telltale creak of the apartment door sounded off. Both girls turned their attention to Elijah as he walked over the threshold, schoolbag slung over one shoulder.


Just like that, all of Mara’s stomach flutters, all of the warmth and tingling in her groin, flooded back. She unconsciously wet her lips, which were suddenly rather dry. Her eyes fixated on her brother’s crotch area, where the object she’d been unable to stop thinking about was just waiting to be tended to.


Elijah looked in her direction, and their eyes met. She didn’t think she was imagining the rush of energy that seemed to kindle between them. Was he as excited as she was? Mara thought back to the looks of ecstasy on his face while she slurped at his cock, the tender kisses he’d planted on her neck, and decided that he very well could be.


“Hey, Elijah,” Savannah greeted him lightly. “Survived another day, I see.”


“Yeah,” he replied vaguely, his eyes remaining glued to Mara. She did not miss the way they flicked to her lips, to her breasts, to her hips in the way a lion might regard a particularly tasty piece of meat. “What’s up? No homework?”


“Oh, there’s plenty of that,” Savannah said, oblivious to the heat her siblings were in. She glanced at her watch. Her eyebrows shot up, and she got to her feet. “In fact, I guess I’d better get started. Are you all set – ”


“Great idea,” Mara said in a rush, springing to her own feet. “You go ahead, Savannah. I’ll throw Elijah’s dinner in the microwave – ”


“Yes!” Elijah said enthusiastically. “Go on. We’ll be fine out here – quiet night at home, dinner and homework – ”


Savannah glanced from Mara to Elijah blankly. She smiled. “Well, aren’t you two in an accommodating mood tonight.” She moved off toward the girls’ room. “Have fun. Try not to break anything.”


Both of her younger siblings laughed far too loudly, with Mara bent over before the refrigerator, making a great show of rummaging around in it, and Elijah hovering nearby with his hands on his hips. As soon as Savannah had closed the bedroom door behind her, Mara felt Elijah’s clothed hard-on pressing up against her ass.


The younger girl released a little whimper – she couldn’t help it, the time had finally come, a day’s worth of fantasies were about to be realized – and straightened, letting her torso rest against Elijah’s chest. His hot breaths, coming out raggedly, brushed against her neck, eliciting a shiver from her.


Elijah’s big hands planted themselves on the swell of her ass, squeezing hard, kneading and massaging. Another involuntary coo of satisfaction escaped Mara. Without giving it much thought, she gyrated her wide hips as provocatively as she could, rubbing invitingly against the considerable bulge in Elijah’s pants. Her big brother breathed something incomprehensible, and his hands moved up her body, roaming up her slender stomach.


Mara gasped as his hands slipped up her shirt and took hold of her breasts. They were small enough that they were easily engulfed by Elijah’s hands. He squeezed them appreciably, jiggled them up and down. He drew his hands out and pinched her delicate pink nipples between thumb and forefinger. Mara arched her back, biting her lip to contain a loud moan. She returned the favor by reaching back with one hand and petting her brother’s erection. Even through his pants, she could feel it throbbing, hungry for release.


Elijah kneaded her nipples, hard, and Mara moaned aloud.







Elijah heard the moan, acknowledged how loud it was, but didn’t care. His little sister’s little tits were magnificent, unbelievably soft, their flesh cool and smooth. Her nipples were small, but the areola were defined, bulging out from the swell of the breasts. He squeezed and massaged, probably harder than he should have – he was losing all of his self-control rapidly – but Mara made no objection, indeed only gyrated her hips against his groin more and more eagerly. Her small, feminine hand petted and rubbed the ever-growing tent in his pants.


At that moment, Elijah could not think of anything on Earth more magnificent than his little sister’s nubile body, so curvaceous, so soft and ripe. He pulled one hand out of her shirt, leaving the other to continue ravaging her tits. Her grasped her slender neck first, and then cupped her chin, thumb pressing into one of her cheeks. He felt her slimy tongue lapping out, wetting every part of his hand that it could reach. His cock strained painfully against its containment, galvanized by the slutty gesture.


Overcome by lust, Elijah extricated his hands and wrapped his arms around Mara’s torso. He lifted her and turned, forcefully bending her over the kitchen table, knocking a chair aside. Mara panted like a bitch in heat, small whimpers punctuating breaths here and there. She didn’t object as Elijah pulled her pants down to her knees, revealing her voluptuous ass. Pink panties covered her secret place, spotted with widening stains. She was sopping wet.


Elijah’s heart beat loudly in his ears. He planted his hands firmly on either ass cheek, fingers sinking into their impossibly soft fat. There were already pronounced red marks where he’d squeezed through her pants. He kneaded her ass, squeezed the cheeks together, spread them apart, leaving more and more red marks.


Marking my territory, Elijah thought in his haze of carnal desire. He planted his thumbs close to his little sister’s virgin butthole, pushing her panties aside and spreading her ass. The puckered little entry gleamed in the light of the kitchen, visibly tighter than he’d ever dreamed.


He stood and began to unzip his pants.







Mara’s face flushed deeply as her brother’s coarse hands explored every inch of her perfect ass. That peculiar mix of shame and excitement, which she was rapidly growing accustomed to, filled her to the core. She loved it. The fact that Elijah, the hero of her childhood, the brother who had grown into such a man, was admiring her in such a perverted way made her want to do millions of unimaginable things for him, things she could only vaguely fathom with her lack of experience. All she knew was that her body was for him.


A cool air brushed against her butthole. Mara’s cheeks flushed even redder. Elijah had pushed aside her panties, and she could feel his breaths on that untouched region of her body. Her stomach did a somersault, a thrill shot up her spine. Not there, surely? Did boys like that hole, too?


Wouldn’t that just hurt?


Mara pushed any concerns aside. She didn’t understand what was so special about her butthole – she only knew that it excited her that Elijah was staring at it, and that if he wanted to use it, she would not object.


Then her panties slipped back into place, and a split second later, she heard pants unzipping.


Mara’s lust cleared enough for a flare of panic. She looked over her shoulder. Elijah was in the process of pushing his pants down. “N – Not here, Elijah! Savannah will hear!”


Elijah froze. He blinked rapidly a few times and glanced in the direction of the girls’ room. She could almost see his own eyes clearing up a little bit.


Mara felt relief, and then amusement, as he zipped up his pants again and picked her up, one arm under her knees and the other around her shoulders. She giggled and threw her arms around his neck. “Oooh, so strong.”


His only response was to firmly plant his lips over hers. Mara’s eyes widened. She felt like she would melt. After the way she’d treated him for so long, he still loved her. He was fulfilling her hunger and now he was even kissing her. Tender affection swelled up inside her alongside her young, already overpowering lust. She kissed back, opening her mouth. Her tongue played against her older brother’s. It should have been disgusting – she would have mocked such a concept the day before – but now Mara rubbed her thighs together, acutely aware of her leaking pussy.


It was only when Elijah gently lowered her onto his bed that she realized he’d carried her into his room. Without even checking to see if he’d closed the door behind them, Mara reached out, unzipped his pants, and pushed them down. Elijah groaned with relief. His cock, fully erect, twitching and pulsing, wobbled in the air. Desperate not only to quell her own thirst, but to please her saintly brother, as well, Mara lunged forward, taking his entire cock into her throat instantly.


The musky, salty odor of her brother’s crotch filled her nostrils. Mara’s eyes rolled back in ecstasy. She was home again. Breathing heavily through her nostrils, Mara stuck her tongue out enough to lap at Elijah’s balls and set to bobbing her head up and down, milking him with an instinctive efficiency she didn’t understand and didn’t question.







Elijah opened his eyes, which he had closed in satisfaction when Mara’s tight throat had enveloped his cock. His little sister’s head was moving minutely and rhythmically, lips puckered and gaping to make room for his thick manhood. Her big green eyes were fixed on his face, watching for his reactions to the wet slurping sounds, the gagging and whimpers, the hot wetness of her mouth. He knew that he wasn’t disappointing her; bliss was spelled out clearly on his features.


Elijah had always academically known that masturbation couldn’t compare to the ‘real thing,’ but he really hadn’t had any alternatives and so hadn’t paid the fact much thought. He didn’t think he could ever go back, now. The feeling of his sister’s warm breaths caressing his shaft, of her sloppy saliva coursing down its length, was mind-blowingly pleasurable. Not to mention the visual and audio stimuli – a veritable symphony of lewd sucking noises filled the air, and Mara’s ass, bared all but for her thin panties, jiggled with every movement. She was the embodiment of everything a man wanted, and Elijah was quite confident she didn’t even know it.


“Mara,” he groaned. He raked his fingers through her hair, getting a firm grasp on her head, and held her in place as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth. She looked a little dismayed for a second – he was setting the rhythm now – but caught on quickly. She kept her mouth wide open, tongue fully extended and dripping saliva. Elijah’s exertions became progressively rougher as it became clear he wasn’t hurting her, thrusting in and out frenziedly. Mara moaned happily as he fucked her skull.


Finally he felt himself nearing orgasm. He made one last, mighty thrust into Mara’s mouth, burying his cock up to its hilt, smashing his little sister’s nose against his crotch and her chin into his engorged ballsack. It took a lot of effort for him not to roar in satisfaction – hot cum spurted into Mara’s throat for a good five seconds. Her tongue waggled and slurped the whole time.


Elijah pulled slowly, lovingly out of her mouth, watching every spit-slathered inch of his erection come free. Thick strands of drool extended from it when at last it wobbled free; even more of the stuff poured from Mara’s glistening lips. His sister met his eye, smiled, and licked her lips. Not a drop of cum had escaped her.


Elijah sighed happily and fell onto the bed, lying next to her.







Mara’s throat felt raw, but it was coated with her big brother’s delicious semen, so she figured it was worth the trade-off. She watched Elijah flop down onto the bed, cock still erect, reaching up toward the ceiling. She propped herself up on one elbow and used the opposite hand to take hold of his shaft, stroking up and down gently to keep it hard.


Elijah grimaced. Mara grinned. “Sensitive?”


He nodded. His eyes roamed her face for a moment, and then he returned her smile. “God, Mara, you’re too good to be true.”


Mara’s heart fluttered. She turned her face to the side to hide her blushing. “You’re just being nice.”


A warm hand cupped her chin tenderly and turned her face back to Elijah. He shook his head. “No,” he said softly. “I mean it. I had my doubts about all this, but…” He lowered his hand. “I’m glad we’re doing this. I, uh…missed you.”


At that moment, Mara would have moved a galaxy for her brother. Everything else in the world lost its focus. All she saw, heard, felt, knew, revolved around him. It was not a kind of love – unending, unconditional, total – that she’d ever had for him before, childhood worship and all, and it probably wasn’t the kind of love that a sister was supposed to feel for her brother. It probably wasn’t even rational.


But it was right.


Still caressing Elijah’s cock with one hand, Mara leaned in close and kissed him. Their tongues played against one another tenderly for some time, the atmosphere one of complete contentment and security. All the while, a throbbing hunger in Mara’s secret place, which had been present ever since watching Elijah masturbate from the closet and had not been addressed, became too strong to ignore.


We’ve come this far…can’t we go just a little bit further?


Mara pulled gently away from the kiss, licking her lower lip to capture the strand of saliva bridging her mouth to her brother’s. She sat up and straddled Elijah, one leg on either side of his, hand never leaving his dick, which was now mere inches in front of her pussy. She rubbed his cockhead teasingly along the cleft in her wet panties.


Elijah watched this languidly, smiling appreciatively. Mara felt his cock becoming rock hard again in her hand. Moving on instinct, the young brunette slipped her panties to the side, revealing her womanhood and the soft patch of brown fuzz above it. Lubricating juices dripped down her milky thighs.


Breath short and ragged, Mara rubbed her brother’s cockhead against her again. With no panties between it and her pussy, it made contact with her virgin sex. She whimpered softly.


Putting two and two together, Elijah’s lazy viewership tensed into alarm. He supported himself on his elbows. “Mara, we can’t – ”


“I need it,” Mara moaned sultrily, surprising herself with the depth of the genuine desire in her voice. Her free hand cupped and massaged Elijah’s testicles; he groaned in response. “Please, big brother.”


The conflict played out visibly in Elijah’s eyes. She could see how badly he wanted to do it – so what was the problem?


“You’ll get pregnant,” he said weakly.


Mara’s brows furrowed for a split second. In her haze of lust, the simple science of the situation had escaped her. That was what Elijah was worried about? Not that she blamed him – they wouldn’t exactly be able to hide their activities if she developed a baby bump.


She cocked her head to the side and pouted. The solution was simple, even if it would leave her a little less satisfied. Her fingers traced the smooth skin of Elijah’s balls, fondled them. He squeezed his eyes shut. “Couldn’t you just pull out? It wouldn’t be as much fun, but…” She rubbed her petite thumb along his cockhead. “I wouldn’t get pregnant.”


Elijah gnawed at his lip. Mara held her breath. She was very tempted to just lower herself onto his dick, but she didn’t want to risk losing everything.


After a few seconds, he nodded. “I guess that works,” he said reluctantly. He held up a finger sternly. “But when I say I’m cumming, you have to get off.”


Mara nodded eagerly to show her understanding, but she was past listening. Heart beating, stomach light and jittery, she looked down toward her pussy. She rubbed Elijah’s cock against its lips a few more times, bracing herself – she’d heard that the first time could be painful – and then impaled herself on her brother’s manhood.


Their reactions were emphatic and simultaneous.


Mara’s entire body became stiff as a rod. Her mouth opened wide, as though to scream, but no sound came out – the very act of breathing had become impossible, let alone vocalization. Flashes and spots filled her vision; sound seemed to come from a great distance.


And then her breath hitched in her throat, sound rushed back to her ears, and Mara cried out.







His little sister’s throat had been tight, enveloping his cock so securely that it milked him naturally and effortlessly, but compared to her pussy, it was positively lax. As impossibly tight, pulsating and wet vaginal muscles constricted around Elijah’s dick, he released a breath like he’d just been punched in the stomach. Like Mara – though he didn’t know it, was far too lost in his own sexual discovery to pay much heed to hers right now – spots formed and exploded in his vision.


For a brief moment, Elijah was mortally afraid that Mara’s pussy would snap his cock off – it was way too tight – but the sheer, overwhelming nature of the physical pleasure quickly displaced that fear. It was so hot that her mouth seemed merely lukewarm. The pussy walls surrounding his shaft with a vice-like intensity pulsated and throbbed, actively and literally milking him.


Elijah recalled a character in a movie he’d once seen describing the female genitalia as a ‘passport to heaven.’ He could not think of a better way to describe it.


He finally gathered himself enough to look down his torso and drink in the sight of his little sister, head thrown back, teeth gritted, a thin rope of drool trickling down her chin, hips twitching as she rode through the waves of pain resulting from her hymen being broken. Real concern hit Elijah like a freight train. Had her hurt her? Was this normal? Of course, he knew that the pain itself was normal, but she looked like she’d just been stricken. A little blood trickled from her virgin pussy, struggling to escape around the unusually thick rod shoved inside.


Then Mara leaned forward, planting her hands on Elijah’s chest, and her eyes opened – partly. They were clouded and unseeing. Elijah’s concern strengthened, but then he noticed that it was the same look she’d had while slurping on his cock – a kind of dazed, primeval happiness. If anything, it was more intense than before. Her mouth sagged open, tongue lolling out of the side. She was panting.


“Fffffffuck,” she moaned huskily, and then her hips began to buck.







The pain didn’t last long, or at least, Mara’s awareness of it didn’t. A fullness she had never dreamed possible was hers at last, and the simple joy of it washed the pain of first penetration away. Her pussy was a thing alive, throbbing and aching and tightening and greedily gobbling at her brother’s intrepid cock.


Mara Gordeaux felt complete.


Aware of the dumb slutty expression on her face, but not caring – in fact, rather enjoying it – Mara leaned forward, face hovering over Elijah’s, planting her hands on his firm chest. Biting her lower lip, she released an exultation and unthinkingly set to working her hips.


Slowly at first, she bucked them to and fro, sliding ultrasensitive pussy walls up and down her brother’s shaft. Her entire body twitched randomly, overwhelmed by the physical sensations wracking it. On her third downward exertion, the tip of Elijah’s cock brushed against her cervix. Mara’s eyes snapped open – she moaned long and low, fingers clenching into fists on his chest, bunching up his shirt. Her body shuddered. She tasted a carnal pleasure she’d never dreamed of, just beyond her reach, one that promised to be hers if only she persisted in fucking her older brother.


She gladly obliged.







It was the kind of sight whose taboo nature only made it better: his virgin little sister riding his big cock with an adorably innocent curiosity. Every gyration of her hips was a cautious experiment, resulting in twitches that left her petite tits jiggling and her breath short. The way she clung to his chest reminded him once again of how their relationship was essentially unchanged from childhood, regardless of the fact they were now sexually active – he was still her big brother, her protector, and she, his happy collaborator.


Putting these feelings to action, Elijah clasped his hands over hers, easily engulfing them, and squeezed. Mara’s eyes turned from their unseeing fixation on the wall down to his face. She smiled feebly.


“It’s so good, Elijah,” she breathed.


“Yeah,” Elijah agreed simply, knowing nothing more was needed. He inhaled sharply as her pussy contracted with particular enthusiasm. “I love you, Mara.”


“Oh, God,” Mara whimpered, legs twitching as she felt the same activity down below. She leaned in further still, so that her face was inches from his; her hips began to buck faster and faster. “I love you too, Elijah.”


Their hearts soared in concert.







By now Mara felt not only pleasure but an ever more pronounced hunger, as well. With every thrust of her hips her pussy adapted to one level of sensation and demanded more. In response to this, the young brunette and former virgin rode her big brother harder, gyrating until her fat ass was slapping loudly and frequently against his legs, her wet pussy emitting pronounced squelch­-ing sounds as it worked to drain Elijah’s cock dry.


Mara panted with abandon, periodically releasing a moan, a whimper, a vague and uncontrollable sound brought on by unfamiliar sensations coursing through her five foot frame. There was no getting around the fact that her brother’s cock was big. Any size would have been painful, euphoric, mind-blowing that first time, but his, a veritable beast, thick and solid and long, robbed her of breath and coherent thought every time it pushed against her womb entrance. It was an experience to define the rest of her life, one that left a clear and indelible impression in her brain:


No cock would ever compare to Elijah’s.


Mara turned her eyes to her brother’s face only to find he was looking right back at her. His expression was full of love and passion. Mara’s body, already melting in the heat of sex, threatened to dissolve into a puddle. They were back, the inseparable pair of years past, but better – everything else had merely led to this point. There could never have been any other future; there could never have been another first for Mara. It was always Elijah.


This revelation washed over her, adding a level of emotional gratification to a body already in the throes of carnal pleasure. The bucking of Mara’s hips reached a fever pitch – Elijah reached around, squeezing her quaking ass fat – and Mara orgasmed.







It was a monumental undertaking, controlling himself enough not to orgasm inside his sister’s pussy, but Elijah had been handling it well enough until she began to ride him so feverishly that he was sure her ass would leave a bruise where it was slapping down on his legs. Her own orgasm, aside from the recklessly loud moan it brought on, set her vaginal walls contracting and squeezing his cock with correspondingly wild energy. Elijah gasped as he, too, reached the brink of climax.


Moving with a fluidity that only instinct – and no small measure of panic -- could allow, he firmly took hold of Mara, extracted himself, stood, took a handful of her hair, and pulled her panting mouth over his cock, shoving her face against his crotch once more.


It was, predictably, more than enough to maintain his path to ejaculation. As Mara squirmed in surprise, eyes wide, whimpering wetly around the thick rod suddenly shoved in her throat, Elijah growled triumphantly and ejaculated for a second time within its tight confines. The knowledge that his little sister was slurping up her own residual pussy juice, as well, only strengthened the sticky load he shot out.


When at last he was spent, he let his hand fall from Mara’s hair. His entire posture slackened. He was utterly fulfilled.


His sister, however, lingered very deliberately in position.







Having recovered from the jarring experience of having her pussy evacuated only to have her throat stuffed, Mara worked her head from side to side, lapping at her brother’s cock with her slimy tongue, relishing the combined tastes of her vaginal fluids and his semen. For the first time in what seemed an eternity, the throbbing hunger of her pussy was silenced; she could already feel anticipation of the next time she could stuff Elijah’s cock into it, of how much easier and more pleasurable it would become, but for now, she was satisfied.


And two loads of his cum in her stomach was certainly nothing to complain about.


Once Mara was positive that her brother’s cock was cleaner than if he’d taken a shower, she gave it one last all-encompassing lick and pulled her head back, releasing it. For good measure she leaned in and gave his balls a good slurp, a wordless expression of gratitude for the seed they had so graciously provided.


Elijah’s hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up. They kissed, more gently and delicately than the passionate kisses of minutes earlier. He pulled back. They smiled at each other, completely at peace with what had just transpired, the doubts and conflicts of that morning completely forgotten.


That was when they noticed Savannah standing in the doorway.



Chapter 6 - Solutions

“How long?” Savannah asked her siblings, voice deadly quiet.


The three of them were sitting at the dining table, the morning after Mara’s virginity was taken by her older brother. None of them had been able to talk the night before. Savannah had retreated to her room without a word, locking her door behind her. She didn’t know where her siblings had slept, but she assumed they had both shared Elijah’s bed. That would have seemed preposterous the day before – the younger Gordeaux children couldn’t even get along, much less share a bed – but Savannah knew better now.


They were fucking.


If there was one thing Savannah never thought she would have to personally deal with, it was incest. The concept never even crossed her mind, except those rare instances where it was in the news. Even then, it brought a feeling of light derision, a smug comfort that at least her life wasn’t that weird.


The same sensation she’d experienced upon first opening Elijah’s bedroom door, to find his cock wobbling in front of Mara’s dripping open mouth, both in a state of undress, hit Savannah again. It was a strange mixture of disgust and – something she couldn’t name. Or perhaps it was that she didn’t want to name it.


“How long?” She repeated a little louder.


Elijah and Mara were in their usual seats. Both kept their eyes downturned. Savannah felt like she was looking at strangers. These couldn’t be her siblings. Her family was normal. Sure, they had their quirks – especially little Mara – but they weren’t freaks. They wouldn’t…do it.


“Not long,” Elijah muttered, scratching distractedly at his chin. “A day.”


Savannah rested her elbows on the table and cursed mentally as a fork clattered aside. Everything was irritating her this morning. Even the constant weight of her huge breasts, which she normally found a source of strange comfort and pride, seemed like part of some conspiracy to piss her off. She reached up with one hand and rubbed at the bridge of her nose. “Why?” She said simply.


Both of them looked at her now. They gaped, like their brains were having trouble wrapping around the question.


“I dunno,” Elijah replied after a moment, mumbling again. “It just kind of…happened.”


“That’s not a reason,” Savannah snapped, a little surprised at her own vitriol.


Elijah just shrugged.


Savannah glowered at him coolly, and then turned to her younger sister. “Mara?”


The brunette flinched like she’d been whipped. A second later, though, a characteristic determination transformed her face into a mask of defiance. Savannah hated her for it. “Because we wanted to, that’s why.”


Elijah looked alarmed. He touched Mara’s arm. “Mara…”


“No,” his little sister said, pulling her arm away. Her green eyes, now ablaze, stayed on Savannah. “I won’t make excuses for something I don’t regret.”


“Something you don’t regret?” Savannah repeated, her voice cold enough to freeze a volcano. “You don’t regret having sex with your brother?”


Mara lifted her delicate little chin. “You heard me.” Her eyes narrowed. “And you know what else?”


Savannah stared back unblinkingly. “What’s that, little sister?”


“I think you’re just jealous.”


Something snapped in Savannah. Months of conscious restraint, effort poured into maintaining an adult and mature persona for the sake of taking care of her shattered family, were forgotten as she let icy wrath flow through her veins. “Is that so?”


Mara nodded.


“Maybe I'd think about that,” Savannah said, “if it didn’t come from a little whore.”


A small gasp escaped Mara. The defiance slipped from her face, replaced by simple shock. Elijah looked flabbergasted, too. Savannah was not the type of older sister who swore at her siblings.


“It’s clear you haven’t given any thought to the enormity of what you two have done,” Savannah continued quietly, driving home her advantage. “But that’s okay, because I’m here to do all your thinking for you, like I always do.” She flicked a stray lock of hair out of her eyes. “What you’ve given to Elijah – you’ll never get it back. Maybe someday, when you grow out of this childish bitchiness of yours, you’ll realize what that means.”


Elijah frowned and lifted a finger. “Hey, now, Savannah, you’re being – ”


“And you,” Savannah said, turning a gaze that would have wilted a flower onto her brother. “You’re almost an adult. You have a responsibility to set a good example for your little sister. Instead, you took advantage of her. She’s obviously confused about sex, and instead of setting her straight, you used her as your personal fuck buddy. Mom and dad would be ashamed.”


It was like she’d jammed a crucible into his heart. Elijah’s face became utterly blank, save for his eyes, which betrayed a deep pain. A little guilt welled up in Savannah, but she was still too pissed off to care.


Mara’s eyes flashed. Slowly, deliberately, she rose, planting her hands on the table, leaning toward Savannah. “That’s right,” she said. “Like his personal sex toy. And it was good, too.”


Savannah’s stomach flipped. “Sit down – ”


“You saw his dick,” Mara said. She licked her lips. “Nice and big, wasn’t it, sis?”


Savannah shot to her feet. “Sit down!”


Mara obliged, but she took her sweet time about it, never looking away, a little smirk on her lips. If she felt any remorse at all, she was doing an excellent job of covering it up.


Savannah noticed that her breath was coming out a little heavily. Mara’s taunts were hitting too close to home, and that was only making her angrier. She glared from Elijah’s unreadable face to her little sister’s challenging one. “This stops now,” she told them. “I’m not going to stand here and hand out punishments. That would be asinine. But if you two ever do anything like that again, I will find out, and there will be repercussions.”


She didn’t wait for any replies. She needed to get away from them. Every moment she spent with them, every time she looked at them, reminded her that Mara had been right.


Savannah stormed away from the table, trying to suppress her shameful jealousy.







A certain level of awkwardness was never absent from the car ride to school, but that morning was uniquely unpleasant. None of the siblings uttered a word. The only sound was the dim rattling of the car’s frame, the hum of the engine, and the periodic squelch of leather whenever Mara repositioned herself in the back seat — less often than usual, Elijah noted. Maybe she was afraid that movement would be enough to set Savannah off on another tirade. He doubted it. Mara had proven she wasn’t scared of their older sister. She had been defiant. That had thrilled and scared him, fittingly similar to how he’d felt watching her swallow his cock whole in their bathroom.


They reached the school and parted ways without breaking silence, but Mara did brush a soft hand, one which hours before had fondled his balls, against his forearm before heading off to class. It was a simple and wordless act of reassurance, comfort. He appreciated it, but it only darkened his sense of resignation.


It was over.


A mere day after he and Mara had rediscovered each other, and discovered a bond more powerful than either imagined possible, it was all over. Sure, that bond had happened to be sexual, and they happened to be family, but it still seemed unfair that it should end so soon.


Weaving between the mobs of his peers congesting the school corridors, their moods and behaviors as varied as ever — some boisterously calling out to each other, some chatting quietly or conspiratorially, some holding hands or making out in shadowy corners (earning sharp spikes of jealousy in Elijah) — the only male Gordeaux child reflected on the morning’s events.


He’d never seen Savannah so angry before. Ever since he and Mara had become sexually active, he’d entertained speculation on how their sister would react upon inevitably finding out. In all of those imagined scenarios, he’d expected she’d be upset, but he had never expected the biting words and icy-cold tones used to deliver them. It was the closest he’d ever been, or likely ever would be, to seeing her hate.


That puzzled Elijah. Why would she react so strongly to her siblings’ incest? If they were a religious family, it might have made more sense, but they weren’t; and while sex was not a topic they ever really discussed, he’d still thought they were pretty much in line with modern Western perspectives on the matter. It wasn’t like he’d impregnated Mara. They’d only been messing around for a day. So why the rage? Upset, he got, but not enraged. What was really going on in Savannah’s head? Was it just the breach of trust that really wounded her?


In the end, it doesn’t even matter. It’s over, whether you understand it or not.


Elijah released a garbled sound of vexation. A passing, mousy-looking girl regarded him with alarm and hastened past like he’d started screaming in tongues.


He figured that he should feel guilty about the whole situation, more than ever now that he and Mara had been found out, but he was past that. Like his little sister had expressed that morning, he didn’t regret any of it: not the first blowjob, administered in the wee hours of the morning; not the passionate facefucking in the bathroom after breakfast; and certainly not the loss of his virginity, the taking of Mara’s, during which the love and trust between them had been so strong that it was almost a palpable thing. No, all Elijah felt was disappointment — with the fact it was all over, and with himself, too, for so easily resigning himself to that.


It looked like his masturbation skills wouldn’t get the chance to become rusty.







Mara threw her locker open so ferociously that it slammed against the neighboring unit, creating a loud metallic clang powerful enough to be heard over the din of students all around. Heather, hovering as always, paused a scrupulous examination of her nails for long enough to raise an eyebrow.


“Whoa,” she said.


Mara pursed her lips and rummaged aimlessly around her belongings. She was mad. No — not so much mad as frustrated.


God damn it, Savannah. Why couldn’t you have kept your nose out of it for just a little longer?


For one blissful day, she had known perfect contentment the likes of which she had never felt before, not even before her parents’ death. At such a young age, she was deeply, madly in love, and her fledgling sexual appetites had been appeased with a tenderness and energy that only Elijah could ever have brought her. The fact that he was her brother, the young man who had once been a boy, a boy who had been her closest friend and confidant, only made it better. Why did everyone else insist on looking on a relationship like theirs as bad?


Jealous. Savannah’s just jealous.


She realized that the day’s first stirrings of hunger, that particular hunger that no food or drink but only Elijah’s cum could sate, were taking form inside her. Enticingly, she could almost feel Elijah’s masculine hands gripping the fat of her plump ass, squeezing the sensitive flesh of her breasts.


Her frustration grew. If Savannah got her way, she’d never be able to satisfy that hunger again. She sure as hell couldn’t settle for another boy, not anymore, not ever. There was no one for her but Elijah. And her bitch of a sister wanted to keep them apart.


“Mara?” Heather sounded small, apprehensive. “Hey, girl, everything all right?”


“Fine.” Mara blew out a breath. She pulled out a book she was ninety percent sure she wouldn’t use that day, and closed the locker, much more gently than she’d opened it. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the confusion and concern on Heather’s face. Her first reaction was annoyance — her mental state was none of the girl’s business, didn’t she get that they weren’t even friends — and she prepared to brush her off.


But when Mara opened her mouth, she reminded herself that if it hadn’t been for Heather, however indirectly, she would never have tasted Elijah’s dick, or felt his manhood throbbing in her core. Maybe she shouldn’t be so quick to avoid her classmate’s input. In any case, she could certainly use an opportunity to vent, in what limited ways her situation allowed.


“Okay, I lied.” Mara joined the herd of students. Heather fell into step like it was instinct. It probably was. “Remember that boy I told you about?”


“Oooh, the forbidden love? Of course I remember.” Heather tapped her chin and gave Mara a maddeningly knowing look. “Trouble already?”


“Yeah. Not from him, though. His family. They don’t…want us to be together.”


Heather’s mouth puckered into a comical o shape. “Ohmigod, it really is forbidden love! That is so romantic.” She wriggled in barely contained excitement. Mara got the feeling this was the most exciting thing she’d experienced in a while. “Come on, dish, who is it?”


“Can’t tell you.” Mara managed to make it sound regretful. She didn’t have to make an effort to allow emotion to seep into her next words, though — frustration. “I hoped we’d have more time before his family found out. It’s too soon. I’m not ready to stop yet.”


“So don’t!”


“It’s not that easy.”


Heather’s hand gripped Mara’s wrist, stopping her. They were buffeted on all sides by other students. “Listen to me. Okay? Are you listening?”


Mara nodded warily. She wasn’t sure if the wariness came from the fact they were standing framed in the open doorway of the populated teachers’ lobby, or the fact she really was listening to Heather’s relationship advice.


“You know what I would do, if I was you?”


“What?”


Heather leaned close. “I’d say to hell with his family. And I’d keep seeing him. You just have to be extra careful now, that’s all.”


Mara blinked. She’d been so shocked by Savannah’s early intervention and subsequent threats that she hadn’t even considered disobeying the older girl’s orders. Excitement swelled in her — and then faded as another thought hit her. “I don’t want to get him in trouble.” She didn’t care about what Savannah would do to her, but the thought of adding any more stress to Elijah’s life dismayed her. He didn’t deserve that.


Heather stared at her so earnestly and intensely that Mara had to fight not to look away. “Do you love him?”


A sensation that was at once sweet and painful ached in Mara’s heart. For a second, Heather’s eyes were replaced by Elijah’s, filled with infinite compassion and care as they made love on his bed. She spoke with the same conviction she’d felt then. “Yes. More than anything.”


“And does he love you?”


Mara remembered her older brother’s tender kiss after he’d taken her virginity, the way he’d smiled down at her. “Yeah.”


“Then you won’t let anyone stop you.” Heather’s intense stare turned into a happy beam. She was obviously thrilled to be in a position to share her wisdom. “Eek, I’m so jealous! This guy must be really great.”

“He is,” Mara said softly, and, as the two girls resumed their trek down the hallway, she thanked Heather without a trace of irony for the first time since they’d met.


Inwardly, hope began to replace her frustration. Maybe, just maybe, she and her brother would be able to find a way to keep bringing pleasure and love to each other’s lives.






Savannah never had trouble focusing in her classes.


Then again, she’d never had to deal with incest in her family, either.


Her European History teacher — a rotund woman with a stubby, upturned nose and beady eyes magnified by ridiculous pink glasses — was taxing on the attention span, even on a good day. She had a way of droning in her monotone voice, trailing off into inexplicable tangents. Savannah would always remember how the woman had once somehow gone from discussing the causes of World War I to telling a story about her pug’s remarkable ability to eat corn on the cob.


Today, listening to her was a lost cause. That turned Savannah's already foul mood fouler. She stared down at her open notebook, a blank lined page mocking her lack of progress, pen poised to take notes that wouldn’t, couldn’t come, not while her teacher’s words were nothing more than a buzzing in her ears, a soundtrack to the tumult of her thoughts.


She willed herself not to blink. Every time she did, she saw it in her mind’s eye, a thick and powerful cock wavering in the air next to her little sister’s face, slick with the girl’s saliva — a cock that her brain still hadn’t accepted as belonging to her baby brother, to little Elijah.


The worst part wasn’t that mental image, though. It was her body’s reaction, a throbbing and moistening in her intimate regions that she only ever experienced during her private time in the shower or locked in her bedroom.


It was impossible to avoid blinking for long. Her deep blue eyes started to burn, like someone was holding a magnifying glass and focusing the sun’s rays onto them. Gritting her teeth, Savannah let her thickly lashed eyelids squeeze shut, opening them as fast as she could — but the image, the memory of Elijah’s manhood (oh god I’ve seen my brother’s cock and it was so big and that shouldn’t excite me but it does), was unavoidable. Her pussy yearned for something it wasn’t supposed to yearn. Savannah rubbed her thighs together as if to grind those urges to a dust between them.


Unwelcome sensations in her pussy ... her virgin pussy.


Resentment and jealousy filled Savannah anew. That dismayed her. She didn’t want to believe that Mara really had been right that morning, that she really was just jealous, but a dark whisper in the back of her mind refused to let her deny that truth. She was jealous, all right — and didn’t she have every right to be? Mara was practically still a kid! She was her little sister! It wasn’t right, it wasn’t fair, that Mara should have sex before she did! Why should she get to be satisfied while Savannah repressed her sexuality, was able only to experience a shadow of the pleasure — 


No. 


Savannah ran a hand restlessly through her soft, black-streaked blond hair. Mara may have experienced the kind of physical joy Savannah had dreamed of forlornly for years, but the price was too high. Wasn’t it? Sex with their brother, no matter how good it might have been, no matter how thick and firm his rod had looked (a fire lit in the eldest Gordeaux’s belly and she hated it), was still incest, and that was wrong.


The dark whisper in her mind, the one that refused to let her ignore her jealousy, didn’t buy that, either, and for a brief moment Savannah wanted to lash out at something, because that rationale for her anger was losing strength every time she turned to it.


She blinked again, and this time the image her rogue subconscious conjured in the split second separating blackness from the world nearly made her jump out her seat.


Once more, Savannah saw the scene that had met her after opening to door to Elijah’s room the night before: Elijah standing next to his bed, dripping cock twitching in the air, over a young girl with a lewd splattering of drool and cum all over her lips and chin — 


But it wasn’t Mara that Savannah saw in that position. It was herself.


And the sensation of yearning, of needing, in the core of her being, went supernova for a terrifying, thrilling second.


Oh my god. I’m fantasizing about my little brother.


I wasn’t angry about the incest at all. I wasn’t even angry that they’d been hiding something from me. 


 I’m angry because I didn’t think of doing it first.


It was like an epiphany, like she was a pilgrim in the throes of doubt, and the deity of her faith had appeared before her, like a visionary whose life of commitment to a revolutionary theory had been vindicated in its validation. Suddenly she understood.


Savannah had gone through all of middle school and high school, almost all of her teenage years, denying herself any kind of romantic or sexual connections — and she’d had plenty of opportunities; every guy in the high school seemed to try hitting on her at least once — because nobody was good enough for her. There wasn’t a single male in her school that gave her the impression that, with him, she would be treated like a woman, that he would be smart and warm and strong enough for her. Sometimes the loftiness of her standards scared her as unreasonable, even arrogant, but they were as ingrained in her as her dedication to learning, and it was what it was. The dream of one day finding that dream man was all that kept her going in the moments of loneliness that hit her every now and then.


Was it Elijah all along?


Elijah: her little brother, the boy she’d watched grow from a wide-eyed toddler to a lean, somber-faced young man — smart, considerate, selfless and even funny, on those rare days where the weight of prematurely shouldered adult responsibility didn’t seem to anchor his spirit…and, Savannah conceded with another confusing burst of warmth deep within, handsome.


It was funny, in a manic, almost hysterical way. Elijah was the kind of boy she would have been intrigued by, maybe even pursued, if he was just some classmate; but because he was family, his admirable traits had never occurred to her. At least, not until she caught him fucking their youngest sister. That, apparently, was what it took for Savannah to see him in a whole new light, as a guy instead of her brother.


The only guy good enough for me has been right under my nose this whole time, living under the same roof. It just turns out that he’s my brother.


Why does he have to be my brother?


Why, the dark voice in her mind whispered in retort, does that have to stop you?


It was a horrible thought, a lifetime of morality said, depraved and perverse and wrong and so deliciously naughty.


Had she finally found her solution?


Savannah noticed she was rubbing her thighs together again. This time it was not to crush the dirty thoughts and mental images plaguing her. This time, it was to bask in them--to allow herself, however briefly, to drown in them.


When the end-of-period bell rang, the star pupil of the school’s senior class had not taken a single note on the day’s European History lecture. She did not respond to the pink-bespectacled teacher’s wish that she enjoy the rest of the morning, although she’d heard it, coming from millions of miles away. And when she saw the waffle-faced football team quarterback and his human-shaped walking appendages, she did not even feel the usual sense of dread as they approached down the hallway.


“Suh-vah-nuhhh!” the quarterback called out, running his pig-eyes across her subtly quaking bosom, down her curvy legs. “Yo, you’re gonna be my date at the game tonight, right?”


Savannah, who never replied, did just that, earning blinks of thickheaded surprise. “Sorry, I’ve got plans.”


She didn’t know quite what she meant by that, but it made her smile.



Chapter 7 - Apology


There was a staring contest taking place in Radio Hut.


Behind the cash register, the small tech retailer’s three guardians — Chris, Elijah, and Ulan — stood in a circle, jaws set grimly, looking from one face to the other. They were tensely silent. The only sounds in the store were the display television, playing some awful movie about giant robots with nary a plot to be found, and the occasional rustling as a doddering elderly man, hands shaking, picked through cables and adapters that seemed to confuse him the more he looked at them.


On any other day, Elijah would have volunteered his aid to the man. But he was already a suspect, and he didn’t want to give Ulan more reason to be paranoid by breaking off from the manager’s interrogation.


“We can stahnd here all day,” Ulan said, for some reason barely moving his mouth, teeth gritted. “But no one’s going anywh-ayuh until we find out who stole my cellphone.”


Elijah — who hadn’t even known his boss had a cellphone, a technology he thought of as too modern and complex for him — couldn’t keep a little anxiety out of his voice. He knew that he hadn’t stolen any phones, but that didn’t necessarily guarantee his safety. “Why do you think one of us stole it, sir?”


“Because I left it here, in my office, last night.” The dark-complected man jerked a thumb over his shoulder, in the direction of aforementioned office. “And when I got bach today, it was gone. Poof. No broken window. Door unlocked. Someone had a key. Had to be a worker.”


Chris’s visage right then would have looked appropriate next to the dictionary definition of innocence. That instantly aroused Elijah’s suspicions. Chris was definitely the type to perform small acts of theft for his own amusement; a lot of his stories Elijah had been forced to endure told him that much. “Mister Ulan, you know me. I’ve been here for a long time. I wouldn’t steal your shi — your phone. I wouldn’t need it anyway. Look.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out the most popular type of cellphone on the market, with a glossy touchscreen marred by a prolific arrangement of smudge marks.


“That is lovely.” Ulan’s beady eyes became saucers. “What eez that, one of those new, uh, uh, ePhones?”


“Yeah,” Chris said, extending it closer to Ulan, who bent to get a better look. “Thirty-two gigs of memory. Got three-gee, or five-gee, or whatever. One of those spacey wi-fi things.”


Elijah marveled at the fact his coworker was able to dress himself in the morning.


“Yes, well. Poot eet away.” Ulan had apparently remembered that he was supposed to be acting stern. He turned his attention to Elijah, narrowing his eyes in what may or may not have been an attempt at intimidation. “Meestah Gordeaux. If you confess now, I wheel not fire you.”


“I didn’t do it,” Elijah insisted. If he was blamed for this, he didn’t know what he’d do. Jobs weren’t exactly easy to find in his town, and his sisters wouldn’t stop needing food anytime soon.


“I am not a fool, Meestah Gordeaux!” Ulan rumbled — or, more appropriately, tried to rumble. It came out phlegmy and wet. Elijah had a terrifying vision of being interrogated by a frog. “If it was not meestah Brockton, it had to be you.”


Maybe I should confess. Elijah tried to ignore the obnoxious expression of barely-contained amusement on Chris’s face. Better to do that and keep this job than tell the truth and get fired.


But I didn’t do it!


“You said you left your phone in your office last night, sir,” Elijah said quickly. “I didn’t even get here until after school today. All the keys were inventoried here when I left yesterday. I didn’t take one. It couldn’t have been me.”


Ulan glared at him dubiously, but thankfully, he didn’t press the questioning for much longer. After making Elijah turn out his pockets — and picking through his wallet, perhaps ignoring the fact that no cellphone in widespread circulation could possibly be hidden in it — he threw up his hands, grumbled irritably in his native language, and stormed back into his office, slamming the door behind him.


“Bro. You stole that shit, didn’t you?” Chris thumped Elijah on the back, nearly sending the skinnier boy flying over the counter as he turned back to face the store proper.


“No,” Elijah snapped, in a less-than-tolerable mood after having his pockets and wallet searched so thoroughly that even an airport security agent would have been impressed.


“Yeah. I know.” Chris reached into his back pocket — no, into the back of his pants, Elijah realized with vague horror. A second later, the hand reemerged, now holding a decrepit and decidedly cheap-looking cellphone.


“Is that…” Elijah gaped.


“Whack, right?” Chris guffawed. He pantomimed wiping his fully clothed posterior with the unfortunate phone. “Old fucker, haaah. Walked right in and took it.” His smile straightened. He extended a balled-up fist. “Yo, fo’ real, though. You had my back.”


Deciding not to point out that he could not, in fact, have had Chris’s back without knowing the truth, Elijah stared distastefully at the proffered fist — which had been fishing around the older man’s nether regions moments ago. “You hid it up your ass?”


“Not up my ass,” Chris looked dimly offended. “Nah, that shit’s exit only. In my underwear, though.” He guffawed again. “Cherry on top of the apple, you know. Ulan gets his phone back, he’s gonna put it up to his face without even knowin’ where it’s been.” Acting out this vision, the muscle-bound Radio Hut employee put the stolen phone up against his cheek and pretended to be talking into it. “Get a whiff of my white ass!”


Elijah’s watched in mild disbelief. Does he even realize — no. Probably not. Then he started to get angry. “I almost got fired!”


“You weren’t, though.” Chris discarded the phone back into his pants. “Don’t be a bitch, bro. You gotta learn to lighten up.”


Keeping his mouth shut, Elijah tried to focus on the display television in the hopes that his swelling anger would fade. It didn’t.


What a shitty day.


In the course of twenty-four hours he’d got his best friend — Mara — back, lost his virginity, and then lost everything. Chris’s callous deceit and the accusations of theft, the near loss of his job, just topped it off.


Yesterday, he’d been looking forward to getting home; now, he dreaded it. It wasn’t just that he didn’t have sex with his little sister to look forward to anymore. Who knew how Savannah’s mood was evolving? It was altogether possible that, having had the entire school day to stew over her younger siblings’ incest, she’d come up with ways to punish them. Or maybe she’d just be irritable and nasty to Elijah and Mara for the rest of her high school days.


But the lack of sex was the worst part. The amazing physical pleasure that had eluded him for so long, the ultimate reliever of stress, had made him truly happy to be alive for the first time in years. His bond with his little sister had transcended mere friendship or familial affection, turned into something so much more. Now his only venting would, as in the past, come from jerking off.


Which will never be the same after watching Mara’s head bobbing up and down on my dick…


The counterbalances to the specter of routine and responsibility — passion, love — were gone as soon as he’d found them.


If anyone had monitored Elijah for the remainder of his shift that evening, they would have been able to watch as his posture slumped down, down, down, bit by bit, as though all the air had been let out of him.


Or all the spirit.







Radio Hut was not the only place that night with confrontation thick on the air. The Gordeaux residence, the quaint apartment in which three orphaned teens tried every day to carry on without their parents, was on the brink of becoming a battlefield.


Savannah had skipped her usual extracurricular activities, and so arrived home a little earlier than Mara, who took the bus — she knew that even if she’d offered the younger girl a ride in their car, she likely would have been denied, and in any case had been grateful for the procrastination on the inevitable discomfort of seeing her again. But the delay wasn’t much. As soon as Mara had walked through the front door, to find Savannah tidying the kitchen, a war of wills had begun.


Both waited for the other to be the first to speak, to fire the first salvo in what was sure to be a contentious showdown. Savannah could see it in Mara’s eyes, a flickering determination; in the set of her round delicate face, with its smattering of freckles, pink lips pressed into a defiant line. The hours spent in school had clearly not diminished any of the attitude she’d displayed that morning. If anything, she seemed more prepared for a fight. The part of Savannah’s mind from which the dark whisper originated could sympathize — Mara had been receiving all the pleasure that a thick cock like their brother’s could provide, pleasure that should have been hers, and she was not going to surrender it easily.


It didn’t come to that, at least, not that night. After a few hours of general tension, during which both girls moved around the apartment openly, daring each other to make a move, a temporary cease-fire was afforded in the form of Mara’s departure. Wordlessly slipping on her sweatshirt, ignoring Savannah as the older girl watched the news with a science textbook on her lap, the petite brunette slipped out the door. The overshadowed, rational part of Savannah was alarmed by this — she didn’t have any idea where her little sister was going — but the dark corner of her brain was inexplicably satisfied by the development. She let it slip.


She stared down at her open textbook, but did not make any effort to read it. The entire school day had been a wash. She hadn’t taken a single note in any class, could not even remember the general points of her teachers’ lectures. Her thoughts were somewhere else entirely.


I’ve got plans, she’d said, to the school football team’s quarterback, that morning.


What plans? What am I going to do about all this?


Twelve hours ago, any planning she’d had in mind would have involved punishments and the possible seeking of psychiatric aid for troubled siblings … but after the horrifying and delicious fantasies she’d gone through all day — more and more often she’d seen that image in her mind, where she replaced Mara, so close to Elijah’s big dick, drool and cum spilling from her mouth, and more and more she wanted it to actually happen — she wasn’t so sure.


What the fuck is happening to me? I can’t want my brother, I can’t have sex with him! That’s not who I am — I’m a good person, I’m going to be the valedictorian of my class, I’m going to go to a good school and get a good job and be normal — 


Savannah closed her eyes and tried to see Elijah as her little brother, as the boy who’d run around their old house, the one they’d lived in while their parents were still alive, flying his superhero action figures around and playing out fantastic adventures in his brain, because if she could just encapsulate that image, if she could just perceive him as her younger family member again, surely her sanity would return.


But all she could see was the lean, decidedly adult-featured young man he’d become, his awesome endowment (why did his cock have to look so tasty?) naked and dripping.


Savannah projected a hysterical little laugh into the silence of the apartment. She’d had no place to lecture her siblings earlier. She was no better than they were. The only difference was that she wasn’t getting anything out of her apparent depravity.


Suddenly she wanted to run, just run and keep running, in any direction, far away from everything she knew, keep running until time stopped and reversed and she could return to the days where things made sense, where she didn’t want to do unmentionable things to her little brother.


She contented herself with trudging to her bedroom, grabbing some pajamas — form-fitting black yoga pants, a light-purple T-shirt at least one size too small (old clothes became pajamas for a family that couldn’t afford much shopping) — and then closing herself in the bathroom.


Savannah had been staring blankly into the mirror for some time, listening to the raging conflict inside her, when, distantly, she heard the front door open.







Having half-expected to find a bloodbath upon returning home, Elijah was at once pleasantly surprised and slightly unnerved to find the apartment completely silent, with no one in sight.


Practically tip-toeing with the caution of a soldier traversing a minefield, he headed to his room, glancing all around. He spotted Mara’s schoolbag, deposited carelessly near the kitchen table, and one of Savannah’s textbooks was lying open on the living room sofa. So where were they?


Maybe they’ve been abducted.


A guy could dream. He’d miss Mara a lot — he really was falling for her in a way no brother should for his sister — but their disappearance sure would have made things easier. There were enough things to worry about without a miniature soap opera of particularly awkward proportions evolving at home; and after the accumulated irritations of the day, Elijah was not in a good mindset for playing diplomat between his sisters.


He reached his room without either Mara or Savannah springing out from some shadowy nook to confront him. Breathing a sigh of relief, he shut the door behind him, tossed his schoolbag over by his bed, and slumped into his computer chair without bothering to change out of his work clothes. That could wait. First, he needed to indulge in some much-needed stress relief.


Well, it ain’t fucking Mara’s throat, he thought as he opened up a browser on the computer monitor, but it’s better than nothing.


With that mental image in mind — Mara’s cute lips puckered around his rod to give it comfortable breathing room, her big green eyes turned up to his face — Elijah settled on some particularly rough oral porn. He unzipped his pants, freeing a dick already half-erect, and got down to business.


The lovely young actress featured in his video of choice was gagging deliciously on a freakishly large phallus two minutes later. Elijah’s enthusiastic appreciation of the scene, helping a lot to distract him from the day’s events, was marred by a tentative knock on the door.


Swearing under his breath, he hastily tucked his raging erection back into his jeans (which took nearly five agonizing seconds, uncooperatively stiff as it was), closed the browser window (“Hrrkgrrkmmf,” protested the professional slut in the video, futilely, around a mouthful of cock), and called out, “What?”


“Elijah?” It was Savannah’s voice.


Elijah’s brow furrowed. There was none of the morning’s stridence in her tone. In fact, she sounded almost nervous.


Feeling guilty, sis? There was some smugness in the thought. She had called Mara a whore, after all. A little guiltiness was only proper.


“What?” He called out again, this time impatiently. He’d been well on his way to blissful release before her interruption …


A few seconds passed. “Can I come in?”


She sounded even more timid than before. Still confused — and wary, now, too, because she had no reason to be timid, holding the upper hand as she did, and so it all smacked of some strange convoluted trap — Elijah replied: “Yeah.”


There was some fumbling as Savannah opened his bedroom door. Elijah took the time to double check his appearance, making sure his erection wasn’t glaringly obvious. There was definitely a bulge in his pants, but nothing that normal denim behavior couldn’t explain.


That changed quickly. Savannah entered his room, walking as uncertainly as she’d sounded, hands fidgeting over her pelvic region, dressed in black yoga pants that hugged her voluptuous curves and a T-shirt so small that her huge tits, jiggling with every movement, looked ready to burst out; a portion of her slender tanned stomach was left uncovered. The slight pout of her luscious plump lips didn’t help matters. The tent in Elijah’s pants became so pronounced that it would almost certainly be noticeable. With what surreptitiousness he could manage, he tried to pull his shirt down to cover more of his groin.


“Yeah?” He said casually. Lifting his eyes off his older sister’s chest took an effort roughly equivalent to picking up a sports utility vehicle with bare hands. It could not have been a worse time for facing a discussion with his sister gracefully — his thoughts were all over the map, he was still tense from work and a day’s worth of moping around at school, and he was still in masturbation mode, leaving dirty impulses only just beneath the surface.


Savannah opened her mouth, closed it, opened it again, and then seemed to give up. Her blue eyes swept the room, settling on his bed. “I’ll, uhm — do you mind if I — ?”


She was pointing at the mattress. Assuming she was asking to sit, he nodded quickly. While she focused on setting herself up on the bed, Elijah made another effort at shoring up the concealment of his erection. If anything, he only managed to worsen the situation, leaving his shirt rumpled in such a way that the bulge in his jeans took center stage. He cursed mentally, but adopted a relaxed posture as soon as he felt Savannah’s gaze returning to him.


She stared for a long moment, mouth parted slightly. Elijah was unable to suppress curiosity over what it would feel like to hold his cockhead in front of those fat juicy lips, feeling her hot breath. Then: “I wanted to … apologize.”


Elijah scrunched his eyebrows suspiciously. “Apologize?”


Savannah nodded. Her expression was so plainly conflicted and desperate that Elijah’s wariness faded somewhat. Her leg was fidgeting restlessly, and the resulting tremors of her breasts (Holy shit that shirt is so tight I swear I can make out her nipples) promptly drew his attention. “For this morning. The way I treated you. The things I said …” She winced. “I had no right to bring up mom and dad, Eli.”


Elijah scrutinized her. The hell? This morning she was all fire and brimstone, and now she’s apologizing? She’s apologizing for getting upset over me and Mara having sex? “You’re not angry?”


“No,” Savannah said eagerly — so eagerly, in fact, that Elijah flinched back in his chair, surprised. “I’m not — I’m not mad. Honest.”


Elijah could have sworn her eyes flitted down toward his groin, but he dismissed the notion as lust-clouded imagination. As soon as she’s out of here, I gotta finish what I started. What was that site called again? Face Ruiners or something? 


“Oh.” He hesitated. “Really?”


Savannah nodded again, her blond bangs swaying alarmingly. “Really. I mean, it’s — probably a little weird, you and Mara, but — but, uh … I guess it can’t be … I guess there are worse things you could be doing.” And then her face turned deeply red.


Elijah gawked at her.


“I mean — what’s the harm, right?” Savannah made a valiant effort to sound lighthearted. There was still too much anxiety on her face for it to be convincing. “We’re family. It’s not like I — you know — found you or Mara with some punk from school.”


Mara’s voice echoed in Elijah’s head. Isn’t it safer for me to try this stuff at home, with you, instead of some stranger?


His eyes widened.


Savannah was expressing the same basic reasoning as Mara had, before giving him his first blowjob.


“I thought that was the problem,” he said cautiously. “That we’re family. That it was incest.”


“No,” Savannah countered, too quickly. “It — you have to admit it’s a little weird, yeah. But — ” She looked like she had a few months ago, at a school debate, coming up with justifications for her argument as she went along. “It’s safe. Right? I mean, there are worse ways to prepare — you know — for relationships. With other people, I mean.”


Oh.


Oh shit.


“What are you trying to say, Savannah?” Elijah was fairly sure this time that he wasn’t imagining his older sister’s eyes dropping to his groin, where the tent in his pants remained painfully visible — as well as painfully uncomfortable, for his haplessly imprisoned boner. “That we don’t have to stop? You approve of me and Mara?”


Savannah’s blue eyes flashed. If they’d indeed been on his crotch, they were definitely on his face now. “No! I mean — that’s not what I — ”


Elijah waited.


Abruptly, Savannah’s anxious expression transformed into a scowl of frustration. With an exasperated sound, she propelled herself to her feet, grabbed the hem of her purple T-shirt, and pulled it up.


Elijah’s cock instantly roared fully to life in his pants, straining desperately against the denim, as he found himself staring at Savannah’s bare tits. He’d known they were big, of course, but something about seeing them exposed, their jiggling flesh — as tan as the rest of her, save for lines of quintessentially Gordeaux pale skin where her undergarments went — weighty and gleaming in the dim lighting, elevated them to another level altogether. Big, puffy brown areolae were tipped by fat round nipples, which were growing hard before his very eyes.


If Mara’s ass was the masterpiece of posteriors, then Savannah’s tits were most definitely the pinnacle of bosoms.


Elijah noticed that his mouth had become drier than the Sahara. “Suh — Savannah?”



Chapter 8 - Pet

Savannah’s surprise at her own boldness was short-lived. Suddenly she was sharply aware of everything: the air on her naked breasts, so long aching for release and display to a prospective mate, their nipples hardening in anticipation of that event finally occurring; her little brother’s eyes, fixed hungrily on the round, ample, soft symbols of her femininity; and the baffling and exciting array of emotions flooding through her — embarrassment, shame, but stronger still, satisfaction, pride, anticipation, and lust. The hunger which had so intimidated her in school that morning reared up again with frightening intensity.


Semi-consciously, she arched her back, giving Elijah an even better look at her offering. See what you’ve been missing, choosing Mara over me?


And then she noticed the way the bulge in his jeans, the one she’d been sneaking glances at throughout the conversation, was growing even larger, twitching as her brother’s unseen cock strained to get out.


There was a cock in there, only a few feet away, so close …


Combined with the sensation of having her body ogled lewdly by her own sibling, it was too much. Any semblance of reservation she’d been clinging to, already weakened by the impulsive removal of her shirt, fled. Her awkward efforts to talk her way to some resolution of the situation, to some understanding of what was happening to her, were forgotten.


All I’ve ever done is wait. I’m fucking tired of waiting.


Savannah lunged.


Elijah didn’t even manage to finish his exclamation of dismay before she was on her knees in front of his chair, huge breasts pressing appetizingly against the leather seat, fumbling with his zipper.


“Whoa,” Elijah said, fumbling to stay her hands with his. “Savannah, what are you — ”


“Shut up.” She shook his hands off and slapped them away, setting to work on unbuttoning his jeans.


His hands moved as though to try stopping her again, but then his cock burst out of his pants, throbbing pronouncedly, slapping audibly against the soft, cool flesh of Savannah’s tanned cheek, and his hands fell to either side of the chair. He released a little sigh of relief.


Savannah melted. It was hard and soft and hot and alive and it was on her. She had finally touched a real, actual cock.


“Oooh,” she cooed breathlessly, and she wrapped her hand around its pulsing base.







For the second time in as many days, Elijah was in the surreal position of watching his sister fondle his cock and balls — except, this time, it was not young temperamental Mara, but older, saintly Savannah, the head of the Gordeaux household, star student and all-around normal suburban girl.


No way. This can’t be real. Mara I get. She’s a little unstable lately, and she’s always broken rules. But Savannah?


What’s happened to my sisters?


Elijah almost wanted his dick to go limp, wanted something to break the encroaching haze of heat and want and lust that he could feel descending on him, because this would change everything. Nothing would ever be the same. Banging Mara had already set things off on a new and unpredictable direction, but if Savannah went through with this, the fragile dynamic the three siblings had established after their parents’ death would be upended.


He had no such luck. There was no way he was going flaccid while his curvy, busty older sister was lightly stroking his rock-hard manhood, staring at it with the same kind of reverence that Mara did — no, not quite the same. There was an intensity to the worship in her eyes that Mara lacked, an intensity that was a little scary. It was the intensity of one long-starved.


Mouth slack, fat pink lips gleaming, glowing blue gaze running up and down his shaft, taking in every inch of pulsing flesh, Savannah pumped the hand grasping it a single time. Elijah groaned involuntarily. Her hands were so soft, felt so good on his cock. After facing the prospect of returning to simple masturbation for sexual release, the feeling of a woman’s touch was pure bliss.


“So big,” Savannah breathed. It was clear she was talking more to herself than to him. “How did it even fit …” Then her eyes narrowed, like she’d remembered something. She looked up at Elijah, her jaw setting in an awfully familiar way. Uh-oh. “Why Mara?”


Elijah blinked at his older sister. “Wha — ?”


“Why did you choose Mara over me?” Savannah demanded. She looked upset and — hurt. Like he’d hurt her feelings. I’m so confused right now. “I know she has a bigger butt than me, but mine is nice too, and I’ve got these.” She released Elijah’s cock and cupped her massive breasts, propping them up.


Elijah gulped. This was beyond weird now. She was upset because he’d chosen to have sex with Mara instead of her? Mara had been right that morning?


Christ, they even turn incest into a competition.


“You don’t understand,” he croaked. Now that her hand was off his cock, he felt oddly vulnerable. “It wasn’t like that. I didn’t choose her. It just — happened.”


Savannah stared at him piercingly. “You’re not lying?”


“No. I’m telling the truth, Savannah.”


His older sister’s scrutiny lingered for another moment. “Good,” she said, suddenly blushing furiously. “Because whatever — whatever she does for you, I can do it better.”


The words erased all of Elijah’s reflexive apprehension, replacing it with a sudden horniness. This was no joke — Savannah had been jealous, and now she was determined to have what Mara did. Wanted to have it better.


I’m gonna fuck both of my sisters. 


That should have weirded him out, probably. It didn’t. All he knew was that Savannah was curvy and soft and impossibly busty and he wanted her, and she wanted him.


“Prove it,” he said without thinking.


That surprised Savannah visibly. Her eyes widened, and for a moment he thought he’d said the wrong thing, that his insolence would shake her out of her heat, send her stomping off and yelling at him.


But then her blowjob lips curled up into a sultry smile. Her glistening tongue wiggled out, wetting her lips slowly and deliberately. She leaned forward, black-streaked blond hair brushing against Elijah’s thighs as her face descended into his crotch.







Savannah had stepped up to countless challenges in her theretofore short life. She’d carried the school’s debate team to victory in a regional circuit; she’d performed hundreds of hours of community service to better her college outlook; she’d climbed to the top of a competitive academic playing field; and she’d been keeping the Gordeaux household in order, even though she was still learning to be an adult herself.


Now she was being challenged to out-fuck her little sister by Elijah. Her brother. That had lit the fire in her belly and kept it there. She knew it was wrong, but hearing him say those two words, hoarse with lust — prove it — had made her want him so much it hurt. He was a man, all right, the one she’d been waiting for. She would make him feel so good that he would never have eyes for anyone but her ever again.


Savannah intended to win, like she always did.


Her blush intensified as she lowered her face into her brother’s lap, but any embarrassment over the thought of how depraved she must have looked going down on him was forgotten as his odor hit her for the first time. The area around his cock had a faint salty smell. It wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, after taking a long, dabbling inhalation, she felt pleasantly light-headed.


This is the scent of manhood.


Planting her hands on the floor, between her knees — the way her shoulders drew together squeezed her breasts sumptuously, all the better to win Elijah’s preference — she opened her mouth and lapped at his cockhead.


Immediately a low, groaning “Aaah” escaped Elijah. That satisfied Savannah. The world grew otherwise distant. She was taking her first taste of cock. She wanted to remember it.


Her tongue danced along the tip of Elijah’s dick, slathering it with the beginnings of what would be a slick coat of her drool. Like the odor filling Savannah’s nostrils, the taste was distinctly salty. Her brain told her she shouldn’t like that, but her body told her she loved it, more than she’d ever loved anything, that it was the purest taste in the world. The reflexive wrinkling of her nose relaxed as she grew accustomed to the flavor of her brother’s cock.


She remembered how far Mara’s saliva had apparently reached when she’d walked in on them the night before. It had been dripping all the way back to his groin, leaving the entire thick rod glistening. She would have to do that, too, if she wanted to outdo Mara. That made her feel nervous.


There’s no way I can take that whole thing in my mouth.


I have to. I have to prove that I’m the only one he needs.


And anyway, the thought of trying was sending sweet juices running down her luscious thighs, so there was no way that she wasn’t going to give it a shot.


Licking her lips again, she started to fill her mouth with Elijah’s cock.







The sensation of his manhood being taken, inch by inch, into the hot wetness of his sister’s mouth was amazing in its own right, but somehow the fact that this was Savannah blowing him made everything ten times more arousing. She was always the voice of conscience, watching with vague disapproval whenever Elijah and Mara were messing around, the mother figure who cleaned up the apartment kept her nose to the grindstone. Now she was on her knees in front of his chair, huge tits bared for his benefit, her mouth slowly contorting, juicy lips shining, as she gagged around his cock.


She’d managed to stuff nearly half of it into her mouth when she pulled back, releasing it wobbling into the air, slinging strings of spit in various directions. Panting, giving little whimpers in a voice naturally more mature than Mara’s, she looked up at Elijah as though to gauge his approval.


And the sight of his older sister in that position made Elijah act on a sudden, horny impulse before he had time to think about it.


He reached up, planted his hands firmly atop Savannah’s head, and shoved her open mouth back onto his shaft.


She made a wet, muffled sound of distress. Her hands reached up and slapped weakly at Elijah’s knees, on either side of her. He paid no heed, only continued to press her down, jamming more and more of himself into her mouth until — 


“Theeere it is,” he grunted, feeling his cock reach the back of her throat. He groaned with satisfaction, enhanced by the torrents of saliva pooling around his crotch.


Savannah moaned and whimpered copiously, but made no signs of retching; Mara lacked a gag reflex, and it was clear that her older sister did, too. Her slapping against his legs slackened, stopped completely.


Sitting there with his cock thrust forcefully into his sister’s throat, a little guilt filled Elijah. He didn’t know why he was being so rough with her, so domineering — he’d felt no such compulsion with Mara. There was just something, some voice in his head, telling him that this was what he needed to do, that this was what Savannah would like.


How would I know?


When he took his hands off her head, though, Savannah’s behavior quickly suggested that his instinct was right. She didn’t extract herself immediately; breathing heavily through her nose (and Elijah noted that her inhalations were much deeper and longer than her exhalations, like she was trying to smell something), she moaned, this time with a distinct tone of gratification, and started maneuvering her tongue.







She hadn’t known Elijah had it in him.


But he did, and that turned Savannah on even more than she already was.


Sure, it was scary initially, having her mouth violated so callously, by her own brother, no less. The planting of his hands on her head had set off alarm bells, stopped her heart, because she’d seen porn and knew what that meant; and then her paralysis had turned into full-blown fear as she was forced to take in far more cock than her mouth could handle, far too rapidly. She hadn’t been able to breathe. She’d felt like she was drowning.


Then she’d realized she liked that.


It was helplessness, but it was delicious helplessness. It was the feeling of being completely overpowered, at the whim of someone else, of a man. She was at the whim of her little brother. She’d accused Elijah of using Mara like his personal sex toy, that morning.


Now she was being used like a sex toy. She loved it.


The way his odor filled her nose deepened the spell that overtook her. She’d dreamt of feeling like a woman for a long time. On her knees, shoved into Elijah’s crotch, drool falling onto his lap, onto his chair, whimpering powerlessly as he used her however he pleased … it was private fantasy turned real.


Elijah … where have you been all my life?


Oh, right. In the next room. At the dinner table. Always in my sight. Always out of it.


She was losing herself, her throat stuffed (she’d never known she lacked a gag reflex until now), all of her senses consumed by the deity that was her brother — but she still had enough sense to remember that she was trying to outperform Mara. To that end, her tongue began to work, almost without her input, slipping past her teeth, past her dripping lips, out into the air — 


Right into Elijah’s ballsack.


She moaned, long and happily. Her tongue was lapping against Elijah’s balls, and that meant she’d taken his entire cock into her gullet. She was at least on a level playing field with her rival. It was time to surpass Mara.


Fingering the mound of her pussy through her yoga pants — the entire groin area of which were completely soaked, she was so wet — she ran her tongue all along the base of Elijah’s shaft, pulled it back into her mouth to lap further up, back out to lick at his testicles. They were even saltier than the cock itself. She wanted more of them.


She hadn’t noticed Elijah lifting his hands. They were off her head. She vaguely wished he’d put them back, but he was in charge and would do as he pleased. Content with that, Savannah lifted her head and puckered her lips, so that they were sealed vacuum-tight around her little brother’s cock as she pulled away from it. It came loose with a lewd pop. Pride flooded through her at the sight of the thick coating of her drool that was covering it, soaking it, twitching in front of her.


Her eyes caught sight of the balls whose taste she’d sampled seconds before and froze on them. They were dark brown, soft and round and big, inexplicably captivating to her. They were the manifestation of male fertility, the source of the semen she’d craved for so long, the semen that her ministrations would bring surging up Elijah’s thick cock.







Elijah watched her staring at his ballsack. He was struck with a curious sense of power that, like his aggression, he’d never felt with Mara. Savannah was — different. She wanted to be controlled, as her reaction to his impulse to shove her down on his cock had proven; she wanted to be submissive. Mara’s worship of his manhood had been hot in its own way, but it was more typical, just a girl’s fascination with sex — what made her special was the relationship between them, the trust and care. Savannah’s reverence was more depraved, more real. He could see in her eyes that all she wanted was to spend the rest of her life pleasuring those balls, the cock they were attached to, forget all of her studies and her college applications and become — 


She wants to be my little slut. My older sister wants to be my slave.


He wondered if that was just fanciful interpretation, but no; if he’d ever been able to see Savannah’s emotions spelled out clearly on her face, it was now. The same instinct that had accurately compelled him earlier told him he was right.


Well, if that’s what she wants …


Elijah grabbed Savannah’s head again, lifted his sloppy cock and pressed it back against his stomach. This time he shoved her down past it, burying her face in his balls.







Savannah died.


She was reborn with her nose shoved into her little brother’s balls, filled with their overpowering odor, and she knew she was at home, that this was a life-defining moment.


Savannah died and came alive.


With Elijah’s hand still resting in her lustrous hair, firm but not controlling her movements beyond keeping her face in his balls — and he needn’t have feared a struggle there, anyway — she began to actively rub them across every inch of her face, moving it from side to side so that no part of her cheeks were left untouched. She was aware that, in doing so, she was wordlessly making herself Elijah’s territory. That was fine. That was what she wanted. That understanding made her happy.


I just want to be used, Elijah. That’s all I’ve wanted for a long time. I just never knew who I wanted to use me. Now I do.


It’s you, little brother.


Her lips brushed against Elijah’s ballsack during the course of her mindless self-defacement. Without thinking, she opened her mouth and started licking, with infinite love and care, at his balls.


Like a pet unto its owner.


“Ooof, Savannah,” Elijah groaned, eyes rapturously closed. “Good girl.”


Savannah blushed happily.







The similarities between how Savannah tended to his balls and the ways a pet might seek to please its master were not lost on Elijah. Even the hopeful expression on her face every time she looked up at him, so similar to Mara’s but so different because of the intensity behind it, suggested submission. There was no inkling of doubt now what Savannah wanted, nor that he was more than happy to give it to her.


I can’t deny that I’ll take a little sadistic pleasure in this, big sis. You’ve been awfully sanctimonious for a long time. If you want to be my pet, I have to take you down a few pegs.


“Get up,” Elijah said, voice firm and commanding to the point that even he was a little taken aback.


Savannah relinquished her mouth’s hold on his balls with something like reluctance, letting them fall back against Elijah’s thighs. She planted her hands on her knees and stood, breasts swaying. There was a trace of what looked like milk leaking from her puffy, erect nipples. A dark stain of lubricating juices on her yoga pants surrounded her pelvic region.


Maybe she’s on to something with this whole ‘slave’ thing. She’s built for this.


Elijah ran his eyes deliberately up and down his big sister’s body, slowly tugging at his cock. The blush on her face deepened bashfully. Her hands, resting over her slender stomach, fidgeted — but the way she bit her lower lip betrayed how much she was loving his perverted appraisal.


“Turn around,” Elijah said, “and show me that pretty ass of yours.”


Talking dirty like that was a new experience. The fact that he was directing it at his sister, that she was desperate to obey him, sent fresh torrents of heath through his system, made his cock strain and throb.


That throbbing intensified as Savannah complied, licking her lips nervously. He instantly missed seeing her perfect tits, but the rump rotating to face him was adequate compensation.


She’d been right; Mara’s ass was bigger, and couldn’t be matched in its perfect softness and plushness, but Savannah’s was exceptional. It was narrower than Mara’s, didn’t have the delicious pear-shaped swell, but it was round, curvy and accentuated nicely by her yoga pants.


Which had to go.


“I’m waiting, Savannah,” he said, injecting some exasperation into his voice. “Show me your ass.”


Savannah looked at him over her tanned shoulder, confusion on her pretty face — now appreciably slick with her own saliva, which had been all over his balls as she rubbed against them — and then she seemed to understand. Still gnawing at her lip, she slipped her fingers into her yoga pants, bent over, and began to strip.


It was like watching a beautiful sunrise. Her bare ass, tan and clad now only in frilly, dark purple panties, came incrementally into view. Yes, it was definitely smaller than Mara’s, but it clearly had some fat on it, enough for some jiggling, enough for a supple handful.


Savannah’s yoga pants fell to the floor. She kicked them to the side, ass and tits quaking with every motion, reaching up to brush her bangs aside. She was gorgeous. Suddenly Elijah wanted nothing more than to fill her to the brim with his seed, over and over, watch her child-bearing body grow into pregnancy — 


He shook his head. There was sex, and then there was sex. He would happily fuck his sisters until they couldn’t walk straight, but he wouldn’t impregnate them.


Elijah canted his head to one side, nodding approvingly, but said nothing. He merely continued to scan Savannah, tugging idly at his erection. She began to fidget again; her leg was vibrating impatiently. Her own eyes became glued to his cock. Good. He wanted to drive her crazy, make her wait until her desire threatened to overwhelm her, step beyond her fledgling boundaries as his slave, because then he would have to punish her, show her what her place was.


His own desire overwhelmed him before that could happen, though. Ah well, it can wait. We still have ten months before she even thinks about leaving for college. That’s plenty of time to find excuses to punish her.


He couldn’t help but smile at the thought. She’d held all the power since their parents died, but now, with her a slave to his cock, there would be a shift in dynamics indeed.


Elijah’s chair creaked as he stood.







Savannah watched, heart beating hard in her chest, as Elijah walked to her with the steady gait of a predator. His eyes were locked on hers, and tempting as it was to look to his mighty manhood, wobbling in time with his steps, her need for its taste almost painful now that she’d been without it for entire minutes, she found she could not tear her gaze away. She was rooted in place, like a deer in headlights, or — perhaps more aptly — a deer confronted with a lion.


My little brother’s all grown up. And now he’s going to take me. Gods, I hope he’s going to take me. I never knew he was such a … man.


He took another step and he was suddenly pressed right up against her. Savannah felt his hard, hot cock on her thighs, brushing against her pelvic region, and she gasped loudly, a gasp that turned into a moan.


A moan that was stifled when his lips pressed, hard, against hers.


Savannah went limp.


She would have fallen over, but Elijah’s arms were wrapped around her now, steadying her, strengthening her and weakening her, hard and strong in a way that was at odds with his wiriness. His tongue forged forcefully into her mouth, a conquering invader, and she did not even realize she was reciprocating until their tongues had been mingling for a small eternity.


His coarse hands roamed her body, sending shivers up her spine, sending fresh torrents of anticipation down her inner thighs, where his fully erect cock pressed against her flesh. His fingers slivered down to her ass, squeezed and kneaded.


Savannah whimpered around their kiss. She remembered her first kiss, with a pimply boy she was sure she’d dated only because he was tall, back in middle school. That had been awkward, and she’d broken it off after little more than a second. She’d fought with Elijah that night, over some silly thing, completely oblivious that, years later, she would be slurping at his balls, gagging on his cock, and melting under the forceful pressure of his kiss.


He pulled his face away, green eyes boring into hers. He leaned in and Savannah gasped again as he set to lavishing kisses all over her neck, biting lightly here and there.


Elijah … where did you learn all of these things?


Then she remembered Mara, who he’d had sex with first, who she had to beat. Struggling to keep her wits about her despite the euphoric state Elijah was putting her in, she lifted a slack hand, felt around until she found his cock, and delicately commenced jerking it off, relishing its rigidity and the heat it radiated into her palm.


She faltered only when she felt one of his fingers shove under her panties and brush against her asshole.


“Elijah,” she whispered weakly, unsure if she meant it as a protest or a plea.


“Shush,” he said tenderly, commandingly. “No talking.”


Savannah closed her eyes and obeyed, well aware that only a few hours before, she’d been the one giving orders. But that hadn’t been right, had it? Nothing had been right, not until now, not until she knew the order of things …


To her relief and disappointment, Elijah went no further than snapping her panties off — permitting cool air to brush against her hot, pulsing pussy — and fingering her sensitive butthole. His hands abruptly moved, around to the front of her body, climbing up her stomach, closer to her thumping heart — 


She cried out.


Her breasts had always been sensitive. She’d been able to creep closer to climax during her private sessions by stimulating both her pussy and fondling them, teasing her nipples. But under Elijah’s touch, under the sway of his coarse, masculine hands, Savannah felt herself drawing near orgasm without need for any other stimuli. Her breathing became heavy and labored; suddenly weak, she rested her head against Elijah’s shoulder, moaning.


He squeezed, massaged, juggled her tits, one at a time, simultaneously. He rubbed her nipples, tweaked them, deliciously relieving and enhancing the sweet ache of lactation, leaving his fingers slick with her breastmilk.


Savannah shivered at the way Elijah’s ragged breaths brushed against her neck. He moved in close, so that his mouth was right next to her ear, so that his words joined the pleasure of her breasts being ravaged in filling her world.


“Fuck, Savannah,” he breathed hotly. “I think I’ve wanted to do this for a long, long time.”

Her heart swelled. “R — Really?”


Then he grabbed her jaw, hard, fingers digging into her cheeks. She stared at him, wide-eyed, but when he spoke, his voice was mild, even affectionate. “Now, what did I say about talking?”


That was when Savannah Gordeaux knew she was truly, eternally her little brother’s pet.







Elijah decided he’d teased his sister enough. His cock was brushing against her inner thighs, and he could feel her pussy juices flowing thickly — it was time to give them both some release.


Releasing her face from his lightly punitive grip, he grabbed her waist, stepped aside, and shoved her toward his bed. She fell, not hard but heavily, to her knees against the mattress, breasts pressed tightly against it, looking back at him with her mouth open, tongue lolling slightly, eyes alight with anticipation.


Elijah stood tall over her, letting his cock stand proudly without aid of his hands, still dripping periodically with Savannah’s saliva. She gazed at it hungrily.


“Do you want me to stuff that cute little pussy of yours, Savannah?” Dirty talk was coming to him easier already. He rather liked it. Most importantly, he knew she did.


Savannah nodded, looking up to his face with an adorable need plain on her features.


“Remember what you said to Mara this morning. You can’t take this back. You’ll be mine.”


“I’m already yours,” Savannah said softly.


Elijah took her.







Savannah felt Elijah’s hands take hold of her wide, soft hips, felt his cock brush against her dripping pussy lips — 


And then her world shattered.


She knew she was crying out, but she didn’t hear it. Her entire world was a single, monotone roar, like a grenade had gone off right next to her, and the pain was surely no less severe.


The pain faded, still there, promising not to go anywhere, but no longer enough to overwhelm something else: pleasure.


Pleasure, beyond her wildest dreams. Not just that, either — a sense of fullness, like a hunger she’d always had but which had been pushed aside was finally satisfied.


Elijah’s cock pulled out. The pain eased even more, but she was filled with a tremendous sadness, a tremendous emptiness. Her hearing returned.


He thrust back in. Savannah moaned loudly, unconsciously gyrating her hips. He was too big — her entire body was going to burst trying to accommodate that thick shaft; she was stretching, stretching, sure that she couldn’t take any more, but that fullness was too good, and she didn’t care if she broke under the strain.


After a few slow, probing thrusts, Savannah began to regain some of her clarity. The pain continued to subside, never going away entirely, but continually overwhelmed by that fullness, that pulsing sense of completion, to the point that it was only a pleasant complement, balancing out the mind-blowing pleasure. She stared at the wall of Elijah’s bedroom (I’m getting my brains fucked out by my little brother in his bedroom) without seeing it. She knew her mouth was agape, that she was drooling onto his bedsheets, that her tongue was hanging out. None of it mattered.


I’ve finally found it.


It’s not what I thought it was. I thought I wanted a Prince Charming to sweep me off my feet, be the good husband to the good wife. I was wrong.


I wanted to get fucked.


I wanted to stop pretending to be the good little girl. I wanted to stop being the responsible one. I wanted to be a good little slut. I wanted a master who would use me and make me feel like a woman, make me feel alive.


I wanted my little brother.


“Elijah,” Savannah moaned blissfully, voice hitching with every inward thrust of her brother’s cock, and then he started kneading her tits, and she came.







Elijah decided he had the best view on the entire globe at that moment: leaning over his big sister, pressed against his bed, ass thrust up into the air, jiggling tumultuously as he fucked her hard, her face slack and mindlessly happy on his mattress. A small puddle of saliva was forming near her mouth on his sheets. He let it pass for now. She could be punished for that next time.


Like Mara had been, Savannah’s virgin pussy was impossibly tight. It hugged his cock with the same hungry desperation, pulsing and throbbing, milking him with the compulsory eagerness of nature’s design. Also like Mara, her initial reaction had been severe — she’d cried out so loudly, tensed so stiffly, that he’d feared he’d go deaf and she would be permanently paralyzed.


Looking at them now — him hammering away, balls swaying, groin smacking loudly against her supple ass, and her moaning with the simple joy of a pet being fed — his fears had been unfounded.


He’d contented himself with merely watching her breasts until now, admiring the way they expanded and compressed every time he pulled out or pressed her into the bed with his thrusts, but they were too delicious to leave untouched forever. His pace slowed only for a moment as he reached around Savannah and squeezed both of her breasts tightly into either hand.


Her reaction was instantaneous. She cried out again — “Aaaahn, fffffuck” — and her entire body tensed, including her vaginal muscles, which clenched his cock so tightly that he felt like the breath had been knocked out of him. Orgasmic juices dribbled and squirted around his shaft. Gratitude written all over her face, Savannah slumped.


He knew he was supposed to be playing her master, but he felt concern nonetheless. It dissipated as soon as she weakly lifted one hand, laying it over one of his while it continued to hold her breast, and kept it there.


Their encounter to that point had been intense, passionate, hotter than Elijah’s hottest fantasies, had left him wanting more — but it had been lacking any real affection until that moment. Love and protectiveness flooded Elijah at his big sister’s simple gesture. He would be her master, make her his pet, but no matter how rough they got, he would not forget that he loved her.


He fucked her harder than he knew he could, thrusting so fast that the contact of his groin against her ass was almost a constant sound, so hard that red marks cropped up on her tanned skin. Her moans had been reduced to staccato whimpers, but there was a small smile on her face, pure contentment. Their eyes met. Elijah felt an orgasm roaring up his cock.


He was still in control. He pulled out, grabbed Savannah’s arm, and flipped her over with a simple exertion of strength, so that her front was facing him, her tits, marked with rivulets of sweat and saliva, jiggling massively. Without needing urging, she cupped them with her hands and squeezed them tight together, cooing a little. Elijah tugged a few times at his cock and ejaculated all over them, sending thick strands of hot cum across their impossibly soft flesh.


Those tits have been torturing me for years, whether I knew it or not. Now they’ve got my jizz all over them.


It occurred to him that he had the honor of the being the first man to ever mark Savannah’s breasts with his seed. Immediately, possessiveness swatted the thought aside.


I’m her master now. The only one who gets to use these tits is me. 


It was irrational, but he liked it. In any case, it would help him play the role his sister wanted more effectively.


Breathing heavily, Savannah kept her breasts pressed together with one arm and used her free hand to pick up some of his cum with a finger. She studied it for a second, then stuck it in her mouth.


Elijah’s cock, exhausted, twitched.


Savannah smiled shyly up at him, face red, chin dripping with the drool she’d been lavishing on his cock and balls, and his rush of affection returned. When he’d been banging Mara, he’d realized that, despite the fact they were having sex, their relationship was essentially the same as it had always been. That wasn’t true for Savannah; in fact, their relationship had been flipped, drastically. Something told him that Savannah’s desire to be his pet wasn’t limited to the bedroom. The dynamic would extend, whether immediately or over time, to their general lives, and he would be making a lot more decisions.


But that smile was still so Savannah. She may be his little slut now, but in her own way, she was as pure as ever.


He flopped down on his bed, not bothering to put away his dick. “Come here.”


Savannah obeyed, tits quaking. She curled up on the mattress next to him, back turned to him. He immediately wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing his groin up against her ass. She sighed happily at the feel of his softening erection on her skin.


“I love you, Elijah,” she whispered sleepily.


“Shhh.” Elijah rested his head against her shoulder, breathing in the fragrance of her hair. “You need your rest. You drooled on my mattress. You’ll have to make up for that tomorrow.”


Savannah giggled, and snuggled closer against him.


Yes, she’d make a fine pet. He wondered how Mara would react when he told her ...



Chapter 9 - Better Late Than Never


The last time Elijah shared a bed with his older sister had been over six years ago, when the Gordeaux family had taken a vacation in a beach town not far away. Not exactly swimming in money — Papa Gordeaux worked in middle management at a local retailer and Mama Gordeaux was a part-time teacher — his parents had opted for a single hotel room with one bed and a couch that, fortunately, happened to fold out and reveal a passable mattress. Mom and Dad had slept in the bed; the children, too young to feel awkward about it, had shared the couch. Laying between his two sleeping sisters, the younger Elijah had not spared a single thought to the idea that, one day, such a situation might take on a very different context.


So it was understandable when, the morning after rutting into his busty big sister’s copiously leaking cunt like it was some cheap plaything, he was more than a little surprised to open his eyes to the sight of Savannah’s sleeping face mere inches away from his, plump lips slightly slack and glistening, delicate eyebrows relaxed, black-blond bangs framing her cheeks beautifully, her warm breaths brushing against him.


Suddenly it all came back to him in a rush, jolting him out of a surreal sense of displacement: Savannah knocking on his bedroom door (and interrupting a perfectly good masturbation session), Savannah impatiently taking off her clothes, Savannah sucking urgently and skillfully on his balls, Savannah looking adoringly up at him while he jizzed all over her huge tits.


Savannah, acting decidedly unlike Savannah.


Elijah squeezed his eyes shut, willing the sleep out of them and the sudden surge of flutters out of his stomach. He tossed over onto his back. Okay. You’ve officially banged both of your sisters. No big deal. Keep it together, man. One step at a time.


He squinted at the alarm clock on his bedside table. Still early — at least they hadn’t overslept. That really would have been the icing on the — 


Elijah furrowed his brow. He had the oddest hunch, like he was being watched, but that was ridiculous. Who would be watching him now?


Mara, I guess, a voice suggested reasonably in the back of his mind.


Half a second later, the rest of his brain caught up to this notion, and he propelled himself into a sitting position so fast he saw stars. “Mara!”


And there she was, standing at the foot of his bed, dressed in light gray short-shorts (which, he was collected enough to notice, really hardly even qualified as ‘shorts’ and accentuated her lovely hips quite nicely) and a plain white T-shirt, arms crossed under her small budding breasts, smiling at him in a way that managed to be both gloating and affectionate.


“Good morning, big brother,” she said sweetly, batting her eyelashes.


There were a million things he probably should have said right then — explaining, perhaps, why he was lying in bed with his cock out next to a very naked Savannah, or maybe addressing his beloved little sister’s interpretation of that fact — but the only thing that came out of his mouth was: “How — how long have you been there?”


Mara put a finger to her chin and raised her eyebrows in mock contemplation. “Let’s see … five minutes or so after I got home last night — all the cum was still wet then, of course — and a few minutes, just now, to make sure you two weren’t having a little good-morning screw behind my back, so that makes — ”


Before she could reveal the final tally that her dazed one-teen audience was so anxiously waiting for, she was interrupted by a low, throaty moan that came from somewhere to Elijah’s side, and a creaking of the bed as the nude, tanned and voluptuous form of Savannah stretched out luxuriously.


Elijah and Mara stared at each other for another second — the former wearing an expression that he imagined didn’t look very bright, he could tell his mouth was gaping open, and the latter with an increasingly mischievous smile — and then they both looked down at their eldest sibling, who was now lying flat on her back, plentiful breasts squeezed together between arms stretching down toward her nether regions, blinking blearily up at Elijah. A smile so beautiful that it made his heart ache graced her lips; maybe the events of the previous night were coming back to her, too.


“Hey,” she said, sounding overwhelmingly sexy with that early-morning huskiness.


Elijah smiled back at her and reached out, brushing a lock of hair out of her eyes. “Hey.”


“Hey!” Mara chimed in enthusiastically.


The speed with which Savannah sat upright put Elijah's earlier record to shame. Her arms, acting on some instinct, pressed over her fat breasts to cover the her big brown nipples; the modesty this provided was pretty meager, since the cleavage spilling over was plenty lewd without nipple exposure. She gawked at Mara for a moment, and then seemed to realize the rest of her was just as exposed as her chest, and hastily pulled a pillow out from behind her to jam in front of her pussy, shielding it from sight.


Mara rolled her eyes. “Oh, please. I’ve already seen everything.” She leaned in over the bed — her shirt collar hung loosely, giving Elijah a pleasant glimpse of her hanging tits — and tugged the pillow away from Savannah, who was apparently too stunned to put up a struggle. The youngest Godeaux tossed the pillow over her shoulder, narrowly avoiding knocking a lamp over. She smirked at Savannah, reached out, and squeezed the exposed flesh of one breast. “So did you go into it wanting him to jizz on these, or did it just kinda happen?”


Savannah yelped and slapped the hand away. Her face had turned a brilliant shade of red. “Stop that, you little —perv! What is wrong with you?” The smoky quality of her voice was a memory, apparently scared off by the jarring wake-up call.


Mara, now on all fours on Elijah’s bed (hey ladies we’re all here the stage is set so why not have some fun, I mean we might as well now), gave her older sister a dubious look. “You know you can stop playing the holier-than-thou act now, right? You kinda lost the moral high ground a few hours ago.” Her mischievous smile returned. “I bet you were thinking about doing this the whole time you shouted at us yesterday morning.”


“Don’t be ridiculous,” Savannah muttered, still blushing, avoiding her siblings’ gazes.


Mara arched an eyebrow at Elijah, as though asking what’s up with her? He wasn’t sure how to reply. He understood why Mara was confused — they were already comfortable with the fact they were sexually active with each other, in just a few simple days it had become a fact of life, no less accepted than gravity or the need for food. But he also understood that Savannah was waking up not only to the unnerving realization that she’d just spent no small amount of time worshipping her little brother’s cock, but also to the teasing of her little sister.


Elijah’s face softened. The memory of the previous night was like a hazy dream (was it really me bossing her around?), but he knew one thing — he didn’t regret it any more than losing his virginity to Mara. He’d bonded with Savannah, connected with her on an intimate level, more than he had at any point in his entire life. He didn’t want Savannah to regret it, either.


He gently placed a hand on Savannah’s bare shoulder. She tensed, but quickly, and visibly, relaxed when she realized it was his. That heartened him. “Mara’s right, you know,” he said. “We don’t have to pretend with each other anymore.” He paused. “Well, I mean, we can, but I don’t think there’s any point to it now.”


Savannah faced him and searched his eyes. There was a vulnerable expression on her that to him looked stunning. He put all of his effort into maintaining an expression that was correspondingly reassuring and firm. He was rewarded, to his great relief, by the beginnings of a smile.


This tender moment was promptly shattered by Mara’s pale hand reaching out and taking advantage of Savannah’s distraction by groping her exposed tit flesh again. She was able to squeeze it experimentally for a good three seconds before her older sister scooted out of the way, slid off the bed, and started half-running for the hallway, still using both arms to cover her breasts, soft flesh quaking in a way that was appetizing without trying to be.


“I’m taking a shower!” She shouted distractedly, a declaration that was punctuated by the bathroom door slamming shut behind her. Almost immediately it opened again and her voice called out: “Alone!” Slam.


This clarification seemed downright unnecessary to Elijah, who had not even considered sneaking into the shower with her until she had brought it up, but then he noticed the disappointed frown on Mara’s face and realized it was not him she’d been addressing.


He arranged his face as sternly as he could. “Did you really have to tease her like that?”


Mara straightened so she was sitting on her knees. Suddenly, she looked serious. “I think it’s only fair, don’t you?” She said, a little coldly. “After all, her first reaction to me when she found out I’d fucked you was to call me a whore. Or did you forget that already?”


Inwardly, Elijah groaned. Nice one, champ. The lecture-slash-rant of yesterday had become a thing of the past for him, but all Mara knew was that she’d been chewed out by Savannah only to find her in the exact same situation that had gotten her in trouble. The more the thought about it, the more amazed he was that Mara was reacting so benignly. She wouldn’t have been unjustified in yelling at both of her older siblings — at Elijah for a potential trivializing of their fledgling intimacy, and at Savannah for hypocrisy.


“You’re right,” Elijah said quietly. He ventured a hand out to rest on his little sister’s knee. She did not tense, nor did she push him off, but her face showed no sign of warming. “Sorry. How are you doing? With all of this, I mean.”


Mara toyed with a strand of her soft brown hair. She shrugged. “Dunno yet. It’s probably the best way this could turn out. But …”


She trailed off, gnawing at her lower lip. Elijah waited patiently. It was the least he could do — he was starting to feel like more of a scumbag with every passing second. He’d shared a very special moment with Mara two nights ago, and had rewarded her by screwing their other sibling almost behind her back.


Finally Mara looked at him, her green eyes so bright to him in the dim morning light that they nearly seemed to glow. “What are we doing, Elijah?” He had to strain to hear her. “Is this something special, or are we just messing around?”


Elijah remembered the intense connection they’d shared on this very bed, with him lying on his back and her gyrating passionately on his lap, her hair brushing against his cheek, filling his nostrils with its fragrance — and he remembered locking eyes with Savannah while, in a markedly different but no less tender dynamic, he stood over her, kneading her breasts roughly, and rutted into her pussy, which he had so recently designated as his personal property. He knew that, in both cases, there was lot more to it than ‘messing around.’


“Of course it’s something special,” he said, now inching closer and grabbing Mara’s upper arms, their milky flesh cool and inviting. He made sure to keep eye contact with her, to communicate as much of his emotion as possible. “I love you, Mara. Whenever I think about what we did two nights ago, I know I’m going to cherish it forever. And you, too.”


Now Mara’s face did soften. A small hand came up to rest atop one of his, still grasping her arm.


“And I love Savannah,” Elijah pressed on. “Maybe not in the exact same ways, but just as pure. I think we could have handled last night better — hell, we could have handled this whole thing better, but maybe there is no right way to handle a situation like this — but there’s no way you were getting pushed out of the picture, or replaced, or — marginalized, in any way. If we’re gonna do this, I think there’s enough room for all three of us.”


Mara gnawed at her lip for a moment. She nodded slowly, and her hand now reached up to caress his cheek — and then his entire world was the kiss, because she had leaned in and her soft moist lips were pressing against his and her breath was brushing against him, sending a delightful shiver through his body.


When she pulled back, she was smiling. “Okay,” she said. “I’m game.”







She wasn’t lying, either. Having grown up with Elijah, and particularly after having been so close as children, it was second nature for her to read when his words were genuine — and she thought that maybe it had become easier, now, after they’d taken each other’s virginity, but perhaps that was just wishful thinking.


Regardless, she was certain he wasn’t hiding anything from her, and that she wasn’t in danger of losing him. Sure, she was still a little miffed Savannah had come into the picture while she was away; it would have been fun to be involved in that development. But it had been an innocent, heat-of-the-moment deal, not some planned move by Elijah to replace her with her older, bustier sister.


Couldn’t replace me, anyway, Mara thought to herself smugly as she sat down at the kitchen table with a bowl of cereal, watching Elijah rummage around the refrigerator. She may have huge boobies, but I’m the one with the big fat butt. 


Accepting of the situation or not, her curiosity had not been abated. If all three of them were going to be in this situation together, wasn’t it only fair that she know every detail?


“So was she good?” She asked casually, sipping at a spoonful of milk (whole milk — the first time she’d had any for months; she’d stuck to soy milk out of fear that actual milk would make her boobs as big as her mom’s and sister’s, but now she kind of wanted them to grow, more for Elijah’s sake than hers).


Elijah glanced at her over his shoulder as he pulled a bowl out of a cabinet. “What?”


“Was she good?”


Elijah made a great show of opening a neon-colored cereal box, and Mara knew his mind was racing trying to find a way to answer that diplomatically, without sounding like he was taking sides with anyone. She nearly rolled her eyes, but it was typically sweet Elijah Diplomacy and she was starting to grow very fond of that aspect of him.


“Yeah, I guess,” he said at last, voice cracking a little. He quickly cleared his throat. “I mean, yeah, she — was.”


A jealous flare of competitiveness immediately flared up in Mara, even though a part of her knew that was stupid. She narrowed her eyes. “As good as me?”


Elijah was saved the trouble of escaping that loaded question by the sound of the bathroom door opening. A moment later (one which passed in awkward silence in the kitchen), Savannah emerged, looking much more calm and collected — and, Mara noted with another spark of reflexive jealousy, managing to look both beautiful and sexy, dressed in a purple maternity top that laid bare generous amounts of her generous cleavage (which looked on the verge of spilling out) and faded blue jeans that clung to her form.


Still in her pajamas, Mara resolved to pick an outfit that would give Elijah an equally good eyeful. Something that would emphasize her butt.


Savannah stopped on the threshold between the kitchen and living room, fidgeting a bit with the hem of her maternity top. Both Elijah and Mara stared at her.


“I’m sorry for snapping at you, Mara,” the eldest Gordeaux child said at last. “Today and yesterday. You’re, uhm — ” she blushed slightly. “You’re not a whore. Obviously. I mean, you knew that already, because — you’re not. But — ”


“It’s okay,” Mara cut her off, more than a little surprised, and genuinely touched. It had been a long time since Savannah had apologized to her for anything. “Thanks. I …” she waved her spoon vaguely. “Forgive you.”


Savannah opened and closed her mouth a couple times, apparently decided against adding anything more, nodded, and walked over to sit at the table, across from Mara.


Mara found the ensuing awkward silence particularly annoying, because the three of them were now, for all intents and purposes, basically sexual partners, and shouldn’t that mean that they all be really comfortable and open with each other? Well, if her siblings weren’t going to take the initiative to foster an environment like that, she would.


And anyway, she still had questions.


“Elijah was just telling me about last night,” she told Savannah casually, indicating their brother with her spoon.


“Oh.” Savannah’s face returned to its brilliant shade of red.


Maybe she wasn’t as collected as she looked. And if that was true, it meant she’d be easier to get answers from. Mara pressed on. “Sooo…do you have any details about how you guys — ”


“You forgot to get breakfast,” Elijah’s voice interrupted. Mara glared indignantly up at her big brother, but he either didn’t notice or pretended not to; he was taking his seat, between Mara and Savannah, and pushing a plate of eggs and toast toward the latter.


Savannah’s brow furrowed as she accepted the offering. Mara knew she was probably rewinding the last few minutes in her brain, trying to figure out how she could have possibly forgotten such a basic thing as getting breakfast. She still managed a gracious smile for Elijah, one that seemed more exposed and genuine than Mara had seen in — well, ever. “Thank you, sir.”


Mara’s mouth dropped open. Sir? Had Savannah just un-ironically called their brother sir? Judging from the way Elijah’s face had now turned just as flushed as hers had earlier, it wasn’t a figment of Mara’s imagination.


She was more curious about what had happened the night before than ever.


“It’s okay,” Mara said, smiling sympathetically. “The first time is kind of a doozy, especially because he’s so big. Did he go at you hard? Because if he did your brain was probably knocking around in there — ”


Elijah gave her a look of strained patience that would normally have come from Savannah. There was definitely some kind of role reversal going on.


Savannah picked at her toast, face still tinted pink. Mara returned to her own cereal, ready to throw in the towel — she clearly wasn’t going to get any answers this morning, would have to wait until things calmed down and everyone was more willing to talk — when suddenly her older sister’s voice caught her ear. “Yes,” it said simply.







Savannah was still looking down at her plate, but she could practically sense Mara’s head whipping upright to stare at her. She hid a satisfied smile behind a piece of toast, nibbling delicately into it. She was getting a little tired of Mara’s ribbing. If she thought she was the only one who could talk dirty, she was about to realize she was badly mistaken.


Plus, she knew that talking about this would get Elijah hard, and that idea gave her a deep and inexplicable sense of well-being. She was, after all, his pet, and that meant he had to be her first and foremost consideration.


The shower had helped. Having a few minutes to collect her thoughts in the soothing warmth of the running water had allowed her to thoroughly run through and accept the events of the previous night (although accept was perhaps too mild a word; she had been filled with a kind of giddiness, actually, when the reality of the situation had hit her — how could it get any more perfect? She had lost her virginity, had a sexual partner, and not only that but he was everything she wanted and he was her brother). Now she felt ready to handle Mara. Which was important, because Mara made Elijah happy, and that meant they had to get along. Or at least coexist.


“Yes?” Mara echoed.


Savannah nodded, running her tongue along her lips to catch some crumbs, already wishing it was Elijah’s balls she was licking. “You asked if he fucked me hard. I said yes.”


Now both Mara and Elijah were gawking at her. It took a lot of effort not to burst into giggles.


But Mara was not one to stay sheepish for long — the previous morning’s scene had been enough confirmation of that, the way she’d defiantly stood up to Savannah — and the younger sister was quickly pushing her cereal aside, leaning in intently, a gleam in her eyes. “Tell me how it started.”


“Oh, boy,” Elijah muttered under his breath resignedly, rubbing his temple.


Savannah fixed Mara with a cool, measuring eye. The sense of challenge pouring off of the girl was palpable. So that’s how this is going to be. You think — or at least part of you thinks — that I’m moving in on your turf, and you’re looking for weaknesses. “I sucked it,” she said simply, keeping her voice casual, and licked her lips again for good measure.


“Mmm.” Mara shifted in her chair; her bright green eyes flitted in the direction of Elijah, or more accurately, his crotch. “That is the best way to start. How long did that last?” Her tone was just as deliberately casual, but Savannah knew this was escalation.


She was up for the challenge. If anything, she was starting to enjoy it. A certain moisture was beginning to form Down Below, where a residual ache from the previous night still throbbed. She rubbed her thighs together to placate it. “Hard to remember,” she said loftily, crossing her arms under her tits. She knew that this propped them up, and in the maternity top, they came so close to bursting out that Elijah would be very pleased. She was right — exasperated act or not, his eyes were now glued to her chest, and that was bound to make Mara jealous. “I wasn’t really thinking about anything but how to make him feel good. And when he started using my mouth like a fleshlight — ” she shrugged, an exaggerated motion that continued to emphasize her jiggling breasts. “Lost track of time.”


Mara glowered at her bosom, clearly frustrated that her own endowment — that huge round butt of hers, which Savannah could freely admit now was very nice — was much harder to show off in this situation. But her eyes were bright, and her nipples were visibly hard, pressing against her T-shirt; the sexy little thing wasn’t going to be beaten easily. “Oh? Rough mouthfuck, huh? Wouldn’t think you’d be able to handle that. It’s easy for me, though. Since I gave him his first blowjob, it’s just natural for us.”


Elijah stared at the ceiling and sighed loudly.


Savannah was into it now, though. Was this little twerp suggesting she was better at pleasing her master? If so, she had another thing coming. Savannah was built for this task and this man, her brother, from her huge milk-laden tits to her tight cunt to her dick-sucking lips. “That’s cool,” she said, her breakfast forgotten. “But the first time isn’t always the best. While I was sucking him, lapping at those beautiful balls, he got a nice view of these.” She arched her back and thrust her chest forward, planting her hands underneath each breast and giving them a couple jiggles.


“Yeah, congratulations, you have boobs,” Mara shot back. “But while I suck, he gets to see my big ass, and Elijah likes asses more.” She shoved back from the table, stood, turned, bent over the chair, and thrust her ass in Savannah’s direction, wiggling it around suggestively.


“Guys,” Elijah groaned.


“No he doesn’t!” Savannah bit out, starting to lose her temper. How dare this bitch undermine her ability to please Elijah. “There isn’t a man alive who wouldn’t love these tits, and Elijah gets to use them whenever he wants.”


“I bet you couldn’t even take the whole thing in your mouth,” Mara pressed on, sneering at Savannah over her shoulder, still gyrating her hips.


Savannah didn’t realize she was on her feet until she was speaking. “Yes I could!”


“Guys,” Elijah said loudly.


“I don’t believe you,” Mara snapped, and then turned to Elijah. “Could she?”


Savannah whirled around to confront their brother. “Tell her, Elijah!”


“Could she take the whole thing or not?”


“Guys, you need to calm down — ”


“Prove it!”


Savannah glared at Mara. “What?”


The younger girl was glowering back, her little button nose scrunched up in a snarl that might have been unattractive on a less pretty girl. She pointed down at the still-seated Elijah. “Prove you took it all the way, or admit that I’m better at making him feel good!”


“I won’t admit that because it’s not true!”


“Then prove it!”


Elijah now looked positively dumbstruck. “Are you guys for real right now?”


Savannah barely heard him. “Fine!” she growled at Mara. The gloating look on her little sister’s face only galvanized her further. Heart beating in her chest — out of frustration, yes, but she thought there was more to it than that — she grabbed the table, pushed it out of the way (the milk in Elijah’s and Mara’s bowls swished around alarmingly), and dropped to her knees before her seated brother.


“You guys are fuckin’ crazy,” Elijah said in a stunned tone as Savannah unzipped his jeans, pulled them brusquely down (along with his boxers), and wrapped a hand around the base of his already half-erect dick.


The fact he was obviously aroused, coupled with the fact he hadn’t told her to stop, was interpretable to Savannah as permission — which was important to her, because he was the only person on this planet she felt any compulsion to obey without question, and if he’d really ordered her to stop she would have.


On the other hand, even if he’d told her to stop, now that his cock was out and its hard warmth was in her grip and she needed to prove to Mara that she was the best, she didn’t know if she’d have been able to oblige, pet or not.

Then she smelled him, and before she could so much as shoot one more dirty look at Mara, her mouth was opening wide almost on its own and her tongue was out and she was sucking him off.







Mara watched her big sister take their brother’s cock into her mouth, vaguely aware of the irony that this time yesterday she’d been shouting at them for doing this, but the increasing raggedness of her breaths and the wetness starting to leak from her throbbing, hungry pussy prevented her from giving this too much reflection.


Yes, it was true that she was way better than Savannah would ever be at pleasuring Elijah — and she’d settle that once and for all, here and now — but it was still undeniably hot to watch the older girl go from average big sister, to slut for their brother’s cock, in the space of a few seconds.


She noticed Savannah was still lavishing attention on Elijah’s cockhead with her tongue, drawing little grunts of satisfaction from their uncomplaining test subject. Getting a little impatient — Savannah had to fail the challenge before she could push her aside and show her how it was done, and she was suddenly very anxious to stuff her own mouth — Mara knelt down next to her, so that they were both on their knees in front of Elijah. “Stop stalling,” she hissed. “Prove you can take the whole thing, or get off.”


Savannah glared at her sidelong but didn’t take her lips off of Elijah’s cock for a second. Then she looked up at their brother as though seeking his permission (thank you sir), and without further ado she plunged her face deep into his crotch.

Mara and Elijah gasped at the same time. The latter’s head was thrown back in ecstasy, but Mara’s wide eyes were fixed on Savannah, whose nose was pressed against Elijah’s groin, his cock stuffed to the very hilt into her mouth. Drool was pouring thickly down past her lips, leaking down onto his balls, and she could see the older girl’s tongue working dutifully to maximize their brother’s pleasure. Lewd wet noises filled the air.


She should have been upset, Mara supposed. Savannah had met her challenge. But really, all she could think about was how beautiful her sister looked like this; her eyes were watering just a little bit, giving those blue eyes a moist sheen, her lustrous black-blond hair playing across the sides of her face, and her shapely nostrils flaring both to take in air and Elijah’s musky odor, a compulsion Mara could thoroughly sympathize with.


Mara peeked up at her big brother. His face was the picture of rapturous bliss. That was more than enough to revitalize her sense of competition. She needed to be the one bringing that reaction out of him, no matter how lovely her sister looked doing it.


Savannah chose that moment to take a breath. With an extended and loud, wet slurping noise, she pulled her head back, inch by inch, until Elijah’s now fully erect cock wobbled free of her mouth, flinging strands of her saliva all over the place. Her panting was just as adorable as her appearance had been while stuffing her mouth with dick, punctuated with little whorish moans. Her huge, barely constrained tits heaved and quivered attractively with every breath.


She shot a smug, dirty look at Mara, licking her glistening pink lips slowly.


Mara rolled her eyes. “All right, so you’re not a complete amateur.” She planted a hand on the space between her sister’s breasts to push her lightly back, well aware that she was just trying to cop a feel now — it was hard not to feel aroused by her sister’s body, and she wondered if Savannah felt the same way about hers, hoped that was the case. “Get out of the way.”


Savannah gave her a bitchy smirk but obliged easily enough, scooting back a little bit to make room. Mara thought she caught the older girl shooting an appreciative glance at her butt as she crawled closer. A thrill went through her.


She grabbed Elijah’s dripping-wet cock, relished the way it pulsed and twitched in her small hands, and smiled up at him. He smiled back. Her stomach did that little somersault it did whenever he smiled at her, and as she wrapped her young lips around her brother’s hard cock she was so content that she could almost forget she was trying to compete with Savannah.


But not quite.







A week ago, breakfast had been just as dull as sitting through classes at school all day. Elijah would sit and listen to his sisters snipe at each other over petty disagreements, occasionally chipping in if he had absolutely no other choice.

Now he was listening to his sisters, on their knees in front of him, slurp loudly and sloppily at his cock, in tandem. He supposed they were still sniping at each other, in a way, but if so the method was much more agreeable.


He knew, with the certainty he had whenever a really juicy scene came up in one of the porn videos he had turned to for years, that with this beautiful view to accompany the unworldly pleasure of his sisters’ oral attentions, he wouldn’t last long. Savannah was on her knees toward his left leg, her huge tits barely concealed and accumulating a nice sheen of saliva; Mara was on all fours toward his right leg, her big juicy ass waving in the air, clothed only in those thin curve-hugging short shorts that were hardly shorts at all. Both girls were alternatingly slurping on his dick, their pretty faces contorting lewdly every time they opened wide to fit his thickness into their mouths, and both made sure to keep eye contact with him during their turn. They were still shooting glares at each other pretty frequently, but Elijah suspected that the glares were mostly just to conceal a growing respect — and lust — for each other’s slutty talents.


Now Mara was using her petite fingers to line up his drool-lathered cock with her mouth, following a lengthy stretch of slurping by Savannah, which had left a fresh stream of saliva running down his groin; but this time, Savannah apparently wasn’t going to just watch her little sister take a turn. As soon as Elijah’s cockhead was past the younger girl’s lips (sending an incoherent jumble of loving praise through Elijah’s mind as he basked in that impossible warm wetness), she planted a hand on the back of Mara’s head and pushed her down.


Mara’s eyes widened, and she sputtered around the cock that was unexpectedly spearing her throat — little moans of distress sent pleasurable vibrations up Elijah’s shaft, as well as sounding adorable and arousing to him. Savannah smirked, leaning in close to her little sister’s ear. “Not having trouble, are you, sis?”


Elijah was busy being overwhelmed by the tight confines of his sister’s gullet, wondering if he was maybe dreaming because there was no way this morning was real, there was no way his hot sisters were using their mouths in a contest to see who could pleasure him better, that was too awesome to fit the dull mantra of his usual life — but he still noticed the determined flash of Mara’s eyes as the she processed Savannah’s taunt. He saw the promise of payback in those eyes, and felt a vague pity for his big sister imagining what might be in store for her when it was her turn again.


Who am I kidding? I can’t wait to find out.


Savannah was looking up at him now, head tilted slightly to the side, gnawing her lower lip, all adoring submission. Affection surged within him, and he reached out with one hand, stroking her cheek and then cupping her chin. With the other he brushed hair out of Mara’s eyes, even as she was adjusting to the sudden throatfuck, starting to lap at the base of his cock with her now-practiced tongue, still releasing the occasional and utterly adorable reflexive whimper.


Elijah Gordeaux decided that things were looking up in his life.







Savannah felt the wetness Down There more clearly than ever as her brother’s warm, coarse hand ran across the skin of her face. She shuddered a little bit. She was so enamored by that brief touch, in fact — she had after all been starving for a male’s touch for a very long time, and a single session of wild fucking had hardly made a dent in that deficit, she still yearned for so much more — that she forgot to keep her grip on Mara’s head. She didn’t notice her little sister had extracted her face from Elijah’s crotch until she felt her own head being shoved none-too-gently down into it.


The angling wasn’t very good, and if she’d really wanted to resist she could’ve just kept her face turned away from the hard pulsing cock that Mara was trying to direct her mouth to, but of course in her growing lust she wanted nothing of the sort. Falling comfortably into her sister slut role, she released a long, throaty moan as Mara pushed her eagerly opened mouth down, down, down, until it had engulfed their brother’s entire rod.


“Swallow it, you bitch,” Mara said huskily and a little thickly, clearly still recuperating from Savannah’s surprise attack, and she might as well have said I love you, big sis, you’re the best sister there ever was.


With her chin pressed cozily into the soft warmth of Elijah’s ballsack, she felt it as Mara began to use her free hand to fondle the semen sack, rolling the balls together, stroking them, maximizing their brother’s pleasure. For two sisters that had never really gotten along, this was as close to bonding as they’d ever come, and Savannah reflected that it might have been a sentimental moment if she hadn’t been busy choking happily on Elijah’s fat cock.


That happiness only soared higher when she felt Elijah’s stronger hands join Mara’s in pressing her head down, keeping her in her place — and then her breath caught in her chest as he began to thrust eagerly in and out of her mouth, sending more strands of saliva flicking into the air, onto her jiggling tits.


“Mmmmrph,” she moaned, eyes rolling back slightly, and she felt like the slightest touch to her leaking throbbing aroused pussy would send her spiraling into orgasm.







Challenging Savannah, Mara thought to herself as wet slurps and slutty whimpers and moans filled the kitchen, was the best idea I’ve ever had.


Mom and Dad likely wouldn’t have approved, but for the first time since they’d been alive, the three Gordeaux children were doing something together that didn’t involve eating (in the traditional sense at least) or driving to school. Mara sat back on her knees for a minute, watching — Elijah was in full swing now, his chair creaking while he thrust his hips zealously, his glorious thick shaft pumping in and out of Savannah’s enthusiastically open cum dump of a mouth; and her older sister in turn was rubbing at the nipples on her huge, jiggling tits through the thin cloth of her maternity top as her gullet was wrecked.


It was the most heartwarming scene Mara had ever witnessed. It was also the first time she’d felt remotely close to her big sister. They finally had something in common, and that something was presently rubbing all over Savannah’s face.


She’d had enough of watching. Mara edged in close next to Savannah, tilting her lightly-freckled face up expectantly, and was rewarded by Elijah sliding his dick from their big sister’s face over onto hers. She relished the feeling of the hard shaft as it marked first her cheeks and then her chin and then her forehead as her brother’s territory, imparting a glistening layer of the sisters’ shared saliva. She puckered her lips, felt the cockhead immediately move down to rub against them. She kissed it lovingly, then opened wide, taking Elijah in.


His hands bracing her head, one cupping her chin and the other planting atop her ruffled brown hair, was all the warning she had before her beloved big brother was fucking her mouth just as roughly as he had Savannah’s. Without even thinking about it her hands flew down to rub at her pussy through her shorts, a pussy that felt suddenly very empty without that cock stuffing it. She remembered the awe on his face the first time she’d locked eyes with him during a blowjob and now to gain bonus points she looked up at him as he used her mouth like a masturbation device; he shook his head incredulously, smiling his endearing smile, and somehow managed to increase the fervor of his thrusts. She kept her eyes locked on his throughout, twin pools of endless green that begged him to keep using her, to keep making her feel like a woman.


Suddenly Elijah’s head was thrown back, and Mara thought he was just nearing orgasm until she felt soft hair brushing against her chin. She glanced down and noted approvingly that Savannah was lapping at Elijah’s balls as he fucked her mouth. Her big sis wasn’t so bad. She knew what her priorities were.


It was hard to think much while her pretty teen face was getting fucked, but it was easy enough to act on instinct. The hand that wasn’t rubbing her own clit felt around, first finding the swell of Savannah’s jean-clad butt (which she lingered on deliberately, roaming its impressive curves) and then what she was looking for: her sister’s most sensitive area. The fact that it was hard to stimulate a pussy through jeans didn’t stop Mara from trying. She started to rub and fondle the spot where her big sister’s clit should be.


A little surprised whimper broke into Savannah’s steady lewd slurping on their brother’s testicles. The older girl’s blue eyes met Mara’s, glazed with all-encompassing lust, and Mara felt a fresh and exciting electricity pass between them, so delightfully similar to what she felt looking at Elijah but so different, too.


Or maybe it was a lot more than just electricity, because now Savannah was pulling away from her ballsucking duties, straightening upright on her knees, and pressing up so close to Mara that her huge tits were cushioning against her side, and her big sister’s hands were roaming all over her body, and then the delicious warm moisture of her lips was lavishing kisses on her neck.


Mara felt like her heart had stopped. This was something new, and something that vague notions over the last hour hadn’t prepared her for. The fact that this was her older sister grinding against her was secondary to the more thrilling fact that a beautiful woman was touching her in ways that she’d only experienced thus far with a boy. Like any young girl in modern culture, she’d been aware for a long time that some women were attracted to other women — lesbians, the word was — but she’d never seriously applied the concept to herself before. There was a certain duality to it, a part of her brain confused and telling her it was wrong and the rest of it (and the rest of her entire body) telling her that it couldn’t be wrong because it felt so good, and that lent it a sense of taboo, one that revived the flutters in her stomach.


One of Savannah’s hands began to knead and squeeze her ample asscheeks while the other reached her petite breasts, rubbing and pinching her nipples; and as if this wasn’t enough sensory pleasure to process, Elijah was still rutting into her mouth with a gusto, his thick cock twitching eagerly in the hot confines of her throat, and she loved that more than anything in the world because she knew it made him feel good.


Then the cock began to convulse in a way that Mara had become quite familiar with, and Savannah’s lips had traveled from Mara’s neck up to her cheek and then over to kiss the side of the shaft as it thrust in and out, her tongue venturing out to lap at its bottom, and she knew Elijah was about to cum and she rubbed at her clit faster and faster in anticipation of the thick load of cum that was about to pour into her stomach — 


And then Elijah pulled out.







Elijah’s intent — if it could even be called that, it was really more of an impulse hurtling through a brain that was having an awfully hard time thinking about much else other than his two sisters fondling each other and making out and sucking his cock with admirable teamwork — had been to pull out and jizz on both of their faces, because he really did love both of them equally and wanted to show them accordingly, but he decided that could wait as Savannah immediately moved to kiss Mara right on the lips.


Now this is something I’m going to remember for the rest of my life.


He sat and stroked his cock gently, making little wet schlick-ing sounds because it was so covered with drool, as his sisters made out in front of him. Mara was visibly uncertain at first, her hands kind of just hovering, body in a bizarre limbo between pulling away or pushing closer, while Savannah aggressively leaned in toward her little sister, one hand cupping the younger girl’s neck, the other ravaging her small breasts, slipping her tongue into her mouth.


The tongue seemed to end Mara’s indecision, which was good because if she’d dithered for much longer Elijah figured he might have started shouting at her like their father used to at the TV during football games (get in there what are you doing she’s wide open); his little sister now leaned in closer to meet Savannah’s embrace, her small pale hands roaming first the curve of the older girl’s hips and then traveling up the stomach and finally cupping her enormous J-cup breasts, pushing the maternity top out of their way so that they spilled free at last. Her hands were hardly up to the task, so small in the face of such impressive udders, but she kneaded and squeezed creatively to make up for how little she could grip at once, and the way the soft titflesh, so milky compared to the rest of Savannah’s tanned form, conformed and rolled around between those delicate fingers was like art to Elijah.


He wondered if this was part of the competition to them. He wondered if they even remembered they were supposed to be competing anymore. Whatever the case, he decided that jizzing on his sisters’ faces could wait just a little while. He was enjoying this show, particularly because he knew it was at least partly for his benefit.







The competition, as it turned out, was not forgotten.


Savannah pulled away from Mara’s lips, the younger girl’s face following for a second as though reluctant to end the kiss, and she smirked, aware that her chin was glistening with tiny rivulets of saliva, both from sucking her beloved brother’s cock and from making out with her little sister. “You ready to admit I’m better?” It came out breathless, husky.


Mara blinked at her for a moment and god did she look beautiful, her young round face flushed and her big green eyes glossy and her lovely brown hair messed up like she’d just rolled around in bed. Then she mirrored the smirk. “Are you ready to admit I’m better?” Her own voice was a little hoarse, and understandably so, considering how thoroughly her throat had just been abused.


Savannah surprised her with another kiss, and then, feeling delectably at home in the role she was playing, shot another smirk at her little sister before inching right back up to their brother, smiling up at him. She was deeply relieved when he smiled back; he’d enjoyed the show she put on for him. She loved Mara more than ever, and knew that she would have a lot of fun exploring the nubile girl’s body, but the bottom line was that she wouldn’t do anything that didn’t benefit Elijah somehow.


Thankfully, playing her trump card now to end this little competition would benefit him fine.


“You might as well just give up, Mara,” she breathed, arching her back and cupping the bottoms of her enormous breasts (which she was more proud of than ever, now that they could be used to milk cum out of her man’s dick) so that they squeezed together attractively. “I’m gonna show you why no one can ever make him feel better than I can.”


She felt the eyes of both of her siblings watching raptly as she gripped the base of Elijah’s cock to steady it — unable to resist giving the lovely rod a few loving jerks, marveling at its heat, it was like touching a furnace — and then slipped its hard thickness between the cool, impossibly soft embrace of her squeezed-together tits.


“Oh, fuck,” was Elijah’s blissful groan and her reward. A sense of pride that would have seriously pissed off a feminist swelled in Savannah. She shot a smug look at Mara — who didn’t really look all that upset at this game-changer, was in fact biting her lip and furiously rubbing at her pussy, and Savannah noticed that there was a noticeable dark patch on her shorts where she’d been leaking her aroused juices — and then set to sliding her breasts up and down, up and down, on Elijah’s cock, alternating the rhythm every now and then, fast then slow and tender then fast again. He was so well-lubricated already by the combined saliva of her and Mara that his cock slid in and out easily, with just enough friction to keep that look of satisfaction on his face as he watched his big sister use her slutty fat tits to please him.







Elijah allowed himself a moment to pity all the young men in the world who endured the constant torture of having busty female relatives and never being able to slide their cock between them or cover them with their cum, but only a moment. He was plenty occupied trying to come to terms with how good it felt — Savannah’s tits were utterly flawless, so big and so soft, and they were so cool and that contrasted so nicely with the heat of his throbbing cock that it was almost too much to handle.


It was hard enough to control his urge to orgasm, which was by now fierce (not unreasonably, he thought) after all the sucking and slurping his sisters had done with their pretty little mouths, and the way Savannah was gazing adoringly up at him, her face asking am I doing good master am I making your cock feel good, wasn’t making that task any easier. It would be awesome to spray his seed all over those heaving milkbags again, so maybe it was time to stop holding back and just let loose — 


A brief spell of dismay gripped him as he felt his cock suddenly leave the comforting embrace of his big sister’s tits. He frowned down at his lap to see Mara lightly pushing Savannah away — and then, standing in front of him, her back to him, she bent over forward.


“Big deal,” Mara panted. “I can do that, too.”


Then his little sister pulled her short shorts down (damn those are soaked), down to her knees which were pressed together, and her bare naked beautiful ass was in his face, so pale and round and jiggling with every small movement, and then she was lowering it until it was sitting on his cock — which had fallen back to rest on his lower stomach — and her plush asscheeks were hugging around it just like Savannah’s tits had been.


Words had fled Elijah, but he was sure his heavy breathing and the way his hands instinctively gripped and squeezed his little sister’s fat butt was all the expression he needed. He sat back more comfortably, clasped his hands behind the back of his head, and watched admiringly as Mara began to buck and gyrate slowly, never letting his cock slip out from between her asscheeks. She looked back at him over her shoulder, blushing and biting her lip, and she was the most perfect thing he had ever seen, but that wasn’t entirely true because Savannah was just as perfect and she was sitting off to the side now, one hand kneading a breast, the other rubbing at a now-exposed dripping pussy (her jeans had been pulled down just enough to allow access), breathing almost as heavily as he was.


“See?” Mara breathed, gyrating her hips like such a slut even though she was such a cute little thing, and that filled Elijah with that curious combination of intimidation and awe. “My butt is…just as nice — ” Elijah hissed in sharply as the leaking hot slit of her pussy brushed over the bottom of his shaft on an inward thrust of his little sister’s hips. “ — as your fat boobs.”


Elijah watched as Savannah stood up, ‘fat boobs’ jiggling, and wrapped her arms around Mara’s waist, resting her chin on the younger girl’s shoulder so she was looking down at Mara’s grinding motions. “I know it is,” she said quietly, smiling at Elijah. “You have an adorable butt, Mara.”


Mara paused in her gyrations. That didn’t bother Elijah too much; his cock was still warm and snug between her buns. “Thanks,” she mumbled, sounding embarrassed and a little shy. “Your boobs aren’t fat. They’re really nice.” She hesitated, then added: “I’m kinda jealous.”


Savannah’s hands slid down Mara’s waist to caress her milky round booty. “I’m jealous, too. I’d love a butt like yours.”


Elijah couldn’t help it. He grinned. My sisters are actually complimenting each other? Better late than never, I guess.


He’d never really applied the word ‘heartwarming’ to incest before, but if there was one lesson he’d learned over the last few days, it was that there was a first time for everything.


“Come here,” Savannah said gently, pulling Mara toward her. The petite brunette obliged, rising from Elijah’s lap (leaving his cock feeling very naked and lonely again); Savannah, once again holding her little sister’s waist, turned her around so that they were both facing Elijah, and then lowered, pulling at her hand to indicate she should do likewise. They were back where this had started, on their knees in front of him.


“I think we owe Elijah an apology,” Savannah said softly, smiling coyly up at him. “For dragging him into our little argument.”


Mara looked shyly up at him, and she looked so adorable Elijah knew he could never have been mad at her, even if the offense had been more serious than using him as a test subject for who gave the best blowjob. “Yeah,” she said reluctantly. “Sorry, Elijah. I got a little carried away.”


Elijah was about to tell them not to worry about it when Savannah preempted him. “Not that kind of apology,” his big sister said, wrapping her fingers around his reclining cock and tilting it back toward them.


Mara’s eyes lit up. Her tongue snuck out to wet her cute lips. “Ohhh.”


A second later, Elijah was getting sucked off by both of his sisters again, the one who’d been his best friend and then hadn’t been and now was much more, and the one who’d played responsible guardian for the last twelve months, but now they weren’t sneaking glares at each other. They were both looking up into his eyes, one opening her mouth wide to take in his length while the other ran her puckered lips up and down the side or slurped on his ballsack and then switching, back and forth. It didn’t escape his notice that they were also fondling each other down below at the same time. That only made the whole thing even better.


His cock was sliding deep into Savannah’s tight gullet for the fifth time, drawing out wet glrks and moans, when he felt his load finally surging up for release. He got a grip in his big sister’s soft hair, pulled her off, and was going to jerk himself off until he finished, but the girls weren’t having it. They were obviously more attuned to him than he’d guessed, because as soon as his cock was out of Savannah’s mouth they did the finishing touches for him — Savannah pumping eagerly on his shaft, Mara tickling and rubbing his balls, both of them leaning in close and keeping their mouths open, dripping tongues extended.


That was more than enough. Elijah grunted in satisfaction as the most satisfying orgasm of his life fountained out of his cockhead, spurt after spurt of thick hot white cum. The first spurt splattered across Mara’s young pale face, forcing her to close one eye, some reaching into her brown hair; the second went straight up into the air and came down, some landing on Mara’s tongue and some on Savannah’s; the third spurt went straight across Savannah’s lower face, painting one cheek, her plump lips and some going straight into her mouth; and the rest flung around erratically, managing somehow to distribute almost evenly across his sisters’ faces.


When he was finally spent (after what felt like a very enjoyable eternity), Elijah slumped back in the chair, exhaling loudly, a sound that transitioned into another groan as Mara and Savannah leaned in and used their tongues to lap up the few puddles of cum that had fallen onto his own groin. Once that was all cleaned up, they both straightened and stared at each other, looking breathtakingly gorgeous to Elijah right then: Savannah with her tits exposed, dripping with some stray jizz and leaked saliva, reddened where they’d been groped and fondled, her tanned face flushed and slick with fluids; Mara with her milky thighs and butt bare, short brown hair disheveled, the blush on her face even more pronounced for how pale it was, and both of them with cum dripping down their faces.


“You’ve got white on you,” Mara said, pointing at Savannah’s cheek.


“So do you,” Savannah said. And then they burst into giggles, and even though the reference joke was cheesier than a pizza, Elijah found himself chuckling.


When the giggles had died down, he noticed Mara was looking up at him again, shyly. “I really am sorry, though.”


Elijah raised an eyebrow. “What for?” Then he remembered. “You mean for involving me in — this?” He grinned. “Trust me, I am not mad about that. In fact, I should be thanking you.”


Savannah laughed. Mara shook her head. “No,” the younger girl said regretfully. “I mean for making us late to school.”


That didn’t seem right to Elijah. Surely they hadn’t been going at it for that long — but then he saw the microwave clock nearby. They were indeed late. Not by a lot … but for Savannah, the perfect academic, being even a minute late was an unforgivable sin. With this in mind, both Mara and Elijah unconsciously turned wary gazes onto Savannah, waiting for the eruption to ruin the tender atmosphere.


Savannah, though, didn’t look all that perturbed. Stuffing her reddened tits back into her maternity top, she nodded at Mara, smiling. “You’d better take a shower,” she said.


Mara blinked and glanced at Elijah, as though to check he’d heard the same thing. He grinned and nodded. Raising her eyebrows a bit and giving Savannah an approving look (hey you’re not as crazy as I thought), the youngest Gordeaux stood, pulled up her shorts, and trotted off. Elijah watched the tantalizing sway of her wide hips and the jiggle of her soft ass, almost positive she had to be exaggerating her movements to give him a show, even after the main act had ended.


Once the bathroom door had shut behind Mara, Elijah looked at the now-standing Savannah. “You handled that surprisingly well.”


“What, your cock?” His big sister blinked innocently at him and lowered herself onto his lap, pressing her cleavage right up into his face. “Did your big sister pet suck it good?”


“Very,” Elijah assured her, wrapping his arms around her stomach. “But I meant the late-for-school part. Did you miss that?”


Savannah smiled and shook her head, then rested her cheek atop his hair. “No, I caught it,” he heard her say. “But school isn’t the most important thing in my life anymore.”


Elijah thought he had a pretty good idea what had replaced it. Her hands were already wrapping around it again.



Chapter 10 - Busy Day, Part One

By the time Elijah got to school that day, he was feeling more sexually satisfied than a lot of men did after an entire lifetime. Now that the initial confusion and conflicts brought on by their incestuous cravings were dealt with, the Gordeaux siblings seemed unable to keep their hands off of each other. It had only been half an hour since his sisters’ blowjob competition (and it really did feel wrong to refer to it as a ‘competition,’ considering how quickly their rivalry had transitioned to girl-on-girl fondling and cooperative cocksucking), and already Elijah had been coaxed lovingly twice more to orgasm: first in the kitchen, while Mara was off in the shower, with Savannah on his lap, her hands wrapped around and jerking on his cock and her sensitive thick nipples alternatingly in his mouth; and then, again, a few minutes later, in the car, sitting in the backseat with Mara and using her pretty little mouth in its increasingly common role as a cum dump. Savannah had been driving then, the older girl commenting approvingly on the wet sounds filling the vehicle interior. He was pretty sure she’d been fingering herself up there, too, which in retrospect was a little unnerving. There was a lot of controversy over texting and driving, and it was hard to imagine schlicking and driving being any more acceptable.


Still, that made for three orgasms between waking up and getting to school, impressive by any scale Elijah could fathom — three orgasms brought on, no less, by two gorgeous girls who treated him with more attentiveness and tenderness and dedication than he thought he deserved.


The same content grin that had been on his face all morning was still plastered on when he finally left his sisters behind at the school entrance, and started making his way to his locker. He thought if he explained the reason for the smile, any sane person would understand. Or maybe they wouldn’t. He was happy to realize he didn’t care much either way.


All he knew was that he and his sisters were closer than they had ever been, and that they were all making each other feel good, and there was real love mixed up in all that sex, and if that was really wrong then being right sounded like kind of a bummer.







Mara was feeling pretty great, too.


Since her patience with girls in her age group was extremely limited, she’d never really had any occasion to exchange juicy gossip or hold on to some scandalous secret, the kind that gave the superior I know something you don’t know feeling, but as she strutted confidently down the high school hallways that morning, she was fairly certain she was in on the most delicious secret ever. It was a secret that had already been delicious when it only involved her and Elijah, but it was even more so now that Savannah was involved.


It was true that, if she was honest with herself, she remained a little jealous. Nothing could change the fact she’d been left out that first night between Elijah and Savannah, and while she recognized academically that this was not really all that unfair — after all, she had been sucking Elijah’s cock and screwing him for a full day before Savannah even knew about it — it still made her feel a little sulky whenever she thought about it. And since Elijah had always been her best friend, a part of her still wanted him all to herself, wanted that thick cock and those soft heavy balls of his to be hers and hers alone, wanted her body to be the only one he touched in that special way.


On the other hand…


Mara shivered a little at the memory of Savannah’s lips pressing lustfully against hers. She remembered the queer and unique heat that had filled her when she realized that not only was she making out with another girl but with her sister, and she remembered the delicious curves of Savannah’s body and the impossible welcoming softness of her enormous breasts, squeezed in her comparably tiny hands.


Yeah, I think I can get used to her being involved.


Not just because she had enjoyed her first lesbian experience, either. Even more important to her was the way Elijah had reacted when both of them, Mara and Savannah, had been milking him with their mouths. Mara knew that to keep bringing him that level of satisfaction, she would have put up with Savannah even if she actually disliked it.


She’d almost forgotten they were late to school — her mind had been suspended in that deliciously blank state while she pleasured Elijah with her lips and tongue during the car ride — but she remembered quickly enough when she walked into her first class (‘Environmental Science,’ it was vaguely titled) and was immediately the object of scrutiny for everyone in the classroom. The teacher, a wiry older man with thick glasses and untamed salt-and-pepper hair, pursed his lips disapprovingly for a moment before forging on with his lecture. Everyone else just kept staring.


Mara didn’t think it was just because she was late for class, either, although that was in fact very rare for her. She blushed a little as she walked to her seat. Her sentiment before ‘breakfast’ with her siblings, upon seeing Savannah’s sexy outfit, had been to choose something that would be equally tantalizing for her big brother, and even though she no longer felt any particular urge to out-do Savannah, she’d still gone ahead and dressed as appealingly as she could. A tight, form-fitting light blue hoodie with light green rims clung to her torso, and as nicely as it accentuated her petite, growing breasts, there was only so much that could do for her; her focus had been to highlight her wide child-bearing hips (she’d read that phrase once while exploring porn on the Internet, some time before giving her first blowjob, and had been thinking about it a lot lately — she liked the sound of it) and her big butt. To accomplish this, she’d chosen off-yellow yoga pants that were almost too small for her, and of course, the hoodie was so small that it barely covered her stomach, keeping her thinly-concealed rump nicely exposed at all times.


Maneuvering the rows between desks to reach her own, she knew all the boys were staring. She loved it. Not because she wanted their attention — but because she knew that she was an object of desire, and that none of the boys desiring her would ever have her. Something told her, something deep down, that no matter what happened in her life, no matter how many boyfriends she might eventually have or even if she got married someday, she would always belong to the man who had claimed her first, who she had chosen first, the man who opened her eyes to the fact that she was desirable and beautiful and not just a victim of fate’s cruel decision to give her a fat ungainly butt.


She would always love her big brother the most.


Heather was, of course, sitting at her desk — they were wide two-seat desks. The skinny girl was gawping at her as she sat down. When Mara flashed her a quick, easy smile, she whispered, “Honey, you are looking fine!”


Mara smiled again, absently wondering if her pink lip gloss had been smeared at all from all the slurping she’d done in the car. She hadn’t had a chance to check.


“So?” Heather pressed on, still in that stage whisper that was somehow going unnoticed by their rambling teacher.


“What?”


“You never get all made-up like this,” Heather hissed, sounding approving — and maybe a little jealous. She leaned closer. Mara smelled a perfume that was actually pretty nice, or might have been if it wasn’t applied so liberally. “Is that eye shadow?”


Mara felt her cheeks heat up. It was true that she wasn’t used to all this make-up, and Heather’s scrutiny was making her paranoid that it didn’t look good. “So what?”


Up at the front of the room, a very pointed Ahem emanated from their teacher. It quickly transitioned into a worrisome coughing fit, and several of the more attentive students inquiring into his health, while he stumbled over to his desk and felt around for a bottle of water.


Heather was oblivious, still running a critic’s eye over Mara’s beautification efforts. Self-consciously, Mara brushed at her long brown bangs, which like the rest of her hair was now meticulously cleaned and brushed.


“So all of this is for someone,” her friend whispered shortly. Her eyes widened, and she leaned in even closer. “It’s that boy! Forbidden love!” She released one of those excited girly-squeals that Mara had always hated. “You took my advice!”


Mara gnawed at her lower lip and stared straight ahead, at the room’s whiteboard. She had a compulsion to ask Heather something, something she’d thought she would never ask about in a million years — but the urge was too strong, particularly after Heather’s examination. She abruptly turned to face her. “Does it look stupid?” It came out in a rush. “Honest. Do I look like a — like a — whore, or something?”


Heather looked scandalized. “No!” She hissed as urgently as a hiss would allow. A cold hand clamped onto Mara’s arm beneath the desk, so cold that she could almost feel the chill through her hoodie sleeves. “You look amazing! And anyway — ” She looked around as though scanning for eavesdroppers, smiled impishly. “Boys like that kind of thing. You look sexy. He’ll love it.”


Mara was filled with an overwhelming gratitude that left her feeling a little silly. And something else, too, because the thought of Elijah admiring how she looked brought back that now-familiar warmth in the pit of her belly.


“So…what?” Heather whispered, now leaning in so close she could have comfortably taken a nap on Mara’s shoulder. “Are you guys sneaking in visits? Climbing up walls at night to get into each other’s rooms? Secret hook-ups in the woods?” She squealed again. “Ohmigod this is so romantic!”


Mara snorted in amusement despite herself. “Nothing like that,” she replied. “Actually, it’s…not really forbidden love anymore.”


Another Ahem rumbled from the front of the room, or at least something approximating as much — after their teacher’s last coughing fit, his throat was apparently a little phlegmy, and the throat clearing sounded quite a lot like water filtering through a clogged sink. This lacked any kind of real disciplinary power, but it did earn several alarmed expressions from the rest of the class.


Heather looked crestfallen for a moment, and then just confused. Mara didn’t blame her; only yesterday, she’d mentioned the ‘forbidden’ aspect of her relationship with this mystery boy, and already she was saying that was cleared up. “That’s great. What happened?”


Mara bit her tongue to contain a sudden urge to giggle. Well, my older sister decided she wanted some brother-cock, too, and then we all had a nice little orgy in the kitchen this morning. She wondered how many things people said were just to cover up uncomfortable private truths like that one. “Hard to explain,” she said, settling on as much vagueness as possible. “But everyone’s okay with us now. Me and him.”


Heather’s cold hand squeezed her arm again. “That’s great,” she repeated. “Trust me, he’s gonna love the way you look. Own it. A girl like you, with looks like this? He’ll never want to let you go.”


Mara’s gratefulness returned. She didn’t know if Heather actually cared, if the words and advice were genuine, but they sure were a comfort to her. She was beginning to understand the advantages of being friends with other girls. This whole incest thing was starting to become quite the learning experience.


She placed a hand atop Heather’s briefly and smiled at her. “Thanks.”


Heather grinned back, took a breath, and said, “Now, maybe you can help me with something. Remember Brandon? My boyfriend? Well, yesterday we went shopping together, and it was like — ”


“Ladies!”


Mara and Heather both turned toward the teacher and blinked. He was glowering at them over the top of his glasses, bushy eyebrows furrowed. The throat-clearing phase was clearly over. “Is there something you’d like to share with the rest of us?”


“Nope,” Heather chirped cheerfully. “Just talking about boys.”


Some of the girls in the class laughed. A few guys made snide comments. Their teacher gave Heather a weary look (shoot me now), implored everyone to pay attention, and returned to his lecture.


As tolerant as she was becoming of Heather, being involved in the declaration we’re talking about boys was still embarrassing for Mara.


Or, at least, it would have been. But she was already thinking about Elijah again, that warmth fluttering in her private place, and she hardly noticed.







The euphoria of great sex has a way of wearing off over time, at least without continued stimuli, and if there was one place lacking in that stimuli, it was school. There were a few cute girls to ogle, but Elijah was beginning to find that they did less for him than ever. There was one in particular, named Selena Yvares, who he’d had a crush on since elementary school; she was a small, slender Latina with some Russian blood, with nice hips and blowjob lips, and she’d always been enough to get Elijah’s mind on sex. He’d certainly thought about her while masturbating once or twice. Now, though, he found that she was nothing more than another face, another person he didn’t know or particularly care about, albeit a very pretty one. He’d heard guys talking about how, once they got a girlfriend, they no longer had eyes for any other women, felt no compulsion to admire a passing hottie. He’d scoffed at the notion — it was noble and all, but it was just a part of male nature to have lewd thoughts about women, whether there was a girlfriend in the picture or not. He didn’t think it was ridiculous anymore. Mara and Savannah were the most gorgeous girls he knew, and they were all he could ever want. Why would he even give a second thought to any other?


After a few hours of class, the grind was setting in, dispersing the euphoria of the morning. Elijah’s thoughts transitioned from mental images of Mara’s plump ass grinding on his cock and Savannah’s huge breasts hugging around his length, to literary explorations of 20th century societal excess and solving for x in equations that looked more like a novel written in a foreign language.


His thoughts managed to stay grounded there, all the way up until the passing period between his third and fourth classes.


He was having a vaguely interesting conversation with a boy from the class that had just ended, someone who appreciated the same games and movies as he did. They weren’t close enough to hang out after school or anything. They had just attached to each other out of convenience, using each other to make circumstances a little more bearable, a little less monotonous.


“I just can’t understand why you’d pay for it,” Elijah said, stepping to the side to avoid a migrating herd of hipsters, all with skinny jeans and noisily colored shirts boasting ironic designs or slogans. “You get the same service for free on any other system.”


The other boy, named Donovan, considered this. He was a head taller than Elijah, all wiry muscle — he was a track runner, and a damned good one at that, from what Elijah heard. He had curly blond hair that formed a kind of afro, and stubbly facial hair growth. “You pay for quality,” he said.


Elijah snorted. “What does that mean?”


Donovan set into this challenge with what was probably a perfectly reasonable answer, but by then Elijah might as well have been a thousand miles away.


He’d found the stimuli he was missing.


Mara was walking ahead of them, intermittently visible between the moving hordes of students, and those glimpses alone were enough to bring Elijah’s cock to life in his pants. He hadn’t paid very close attention to her clothing earlier in the morning — they’d all been a little hassled, hurrying to get out the door and drive to school — and he regretted that now. She looked every bit as stunning as Savannah had, in her revealing maternity top. The tight yoga pants she wore creased and clung deliciously to the teenaged girl’s big, round butt, which in turn jiggled and swayed with every step.


Just a few hours ago it had been naked and bare, warm and soft to the touch, working diligently to please him...


“…if nothing else the security must be better, because I haven’t seen it get hacked yet,” Donovan said with an air of finality, completing an argument that Elijah had stopped caring about.


“Yeah,” Elijah said nebulously, swallowing hard, eyes still glued to his little sister’s succulent rump. “I’ll see you later, man.” He started walking faster, moving up ahead, leaving Donovan to watch in bemusement.


It occurred to Elijah that he didn’t know what, exactly, he was planning to do, but his body was moving with a mind of its own, a mind most likely headquartered in his half-erect genitals, and he let it. He followed Mara for a while, staying a good ten feet behind. Eventually he was able to determine that they were headed for the bottommost floor of the school, where the history wing and the gym were located.


The herd of students had thinned down to a trickle by now. Elijah suddenly made up his mind, walked faster, and grabbed Mara’s hand. She looked at him in surprise, pretty green eyes widening.


“Elijah?” She said, in a way that reminded him of her whimpers around his cock while it was lodged in her mouth, and it strained even harder in his pants. He didn’t reply, just kept walking, pulling her along, down the hallway and then around a corner, down another hallway, around another corner — 


He stopped.


They were in the hallway between the gym and what was called ‘The Muscle Room,’ a smaller space with mats lined up all along the floor and an impressive array of weight-lifting equipment and cardio exercise machines. There was no one in the corridor, but Elijah could hear sneakers skidding and voices chatting in the gym itself, its doors open; still acting on impulse, he dragged Mara into the Muscle Room.


He finally turned to face her. She was looking up at him. She didn’t look confused, or like she thought he was playing some kind of joke. At first he didn’t know how to read her expression. They just stared at each other, eyes roaming over each other’s faces, his lingering on her shining pink lips (that lip gloss looked so cute on her and he was sure it would look even cuter when her lips were wrapped around his dick) and hers lingering on his, and then he knew she understood exactly what he was doing, because she had taken two purposeful steps forward, pressed herself tightly against him, arching her back, and her arms flung around his neck and she was kissing him, a full passionate kiss with her mouth hungrily open and her tongue playing against his.


It was like they’d never been apart, like the whole morning at school had been an illusion, an unnatural interruption to the way things were supposed to be. Elijah felt his whole body become hot, felt lust surging through him like a hurricane-force wind, felt the soft supple flesh of her clothed ass between his fingers as he grasped and squeezed with his hands. She moaned into his mouth and he felt her own smaller hand lower from his neck, down until it was massaging his crotch.


They pulled apart, a thin trail of saliva extending from her lips to his, and they stared at each other again, now with eyes glazed over with lust.


“Couldn’t wait, huh?” Mara breathed, smiling up at him.


Elijah shook his head. “Fuck, you look beautiful.” He thrust Mara’s hips into his own with the hands he still had planted firmly on her big ass. She writhed excitedly against the hard erection pressing into her stomach.

She smiled even more radiantly and moved in for another kiss — but Elijah’s ears picked up a sound, and instinctively he wrapped an arm around Mara’s waist, moving her with him as he ducked out of sight, up against the wall beside the doorway.


They remained frozen in place, Mara breathing a little too heavily for his liking, but he didn’t dare to say anything. The approaching sound turned out to be footsteps, and accompanying voices, so many of them that it had to be a migrating class. Elijah had a vision of them all filing into the Muscle Room to find him and Mara, flushed and slightly out of breath, him with a noticeable bulge in his pants. He was sure he could talk their way out of it, but it was still going to be awkward. He swore inwardly. He was going to have a bad case of blue balls all day now…


Then he noticed that the sounds were fading into the direction of the gym, across the hall. The slam of a closing door, and the subsequent faintness of the voices and footsteps, told him that the class’s activities would be in there, the gym, not the Muscle Room.


The next thing Elijah noticed was that, the way he’d pulled Mara with him, she was pressed closely up against him, facing away, and his erection was snugly buried in the plush warmth of her ass.


He knew, right then, that he was going to bang his little sister while they were in school. It didn’t matter to him that there was a class in session across the hall. All that mattered was that he wanted Mara so badly it hurt, wanted this cute little slut who was only a slut for him, with the big green eyes and the big fat ass, and he probably would have gone ahead and torn the seat of her yoga pants open even if the students had walked in.







Mara was biting down, hard, on her lips to contain the whimpers she felt coming, because she felt the bulge of Elijah’s cock pressing up between her ass cheeks and it was so close to filling her and satisfying that overpowering hunger, and she knew that if she let a single lustful cry out she wouldn’t be able to stop and they’d be heard. She was doing okay with that until she heard a loud rrrriiip, registered the brush of cool air on her exposed butt, and realized that Elijah had just ripped a hole in her thin yoga pants.


“Elijah!” She cried, her head whipping around to stare wide-eyed at him over her shoulder, and then down toward the now-visible pale flesh of her rump. “What are you doing?”


“Sorry,” he grunted, his breath coming out raggedly. She saw a smoldering heat in his eyes as he gazed ravenously down at her ass, and she felt that curious heady mix of pride and embarrassment and lust. Keeping one arm wrapped around her waist, holding her in place against him, he began to knead and squeeze her ass cheeks alternatingly with his free hand, drawing involuntary whimpers from her. “I can’t help it, Mara. I want this so bad.” He forced her backpack off — she unconsciously writhed to make it easier — and then moved down, plucking at the string of her panties. “I want you so bad.”


Mara blushed and basked in the way her heart skip a beat, but she still looked up at her brother reproachfully. “There’s still three classes after this! I can’t walk around with a hole in my — ”


Her complaints, and her thoughts, dissipated abruptly and immediately. The arm that had been holding her waist was now cushioned on her petite bosom, Elijah’s hand holding her neck in a way that was just short of painful (and that thrilled her in a way she couldn’t have described even at her most clear-minded) and holding her there while he closed his lips over hers in another lustful kiss. Mara’s whole body felt once more like it would turn to mush, the way it had two nights ago, when her big brother had taken her for the first time, and every fiber of her being screamed that it wanted to stay this way forever, held by him while their bodies met.


His hands suddenly lifted, leaving her feeling somehow naked in a way that had nothing to do with her bare ass. Their lips parted, but their faces remained close together. Mara could feel his hot breaths on her skin. She felt his fingers brushing against her flesh again, down below. Her eyes roamed down. She watched as her big brother slid her panties down, just far enough to expose the brownish lips of her butthole and the pink of her pussy. Then she heard the zip of jeans being undone. She glanced back up at Elijah’s face, and saw the promise of what he was about to give her.


“Elijah…” Mara whimpered. She could make out the sounds of the gym class taking place across the hall, a mere fifteen feet from where they stood, enclosed in the space behind the Muscle Room’s door — the sounds of her classmates and peers throwing basketballs and shouting good-natured taunts, completely oblivious to the fact a girl and her brother were feeling each other up mere steps away.


Mara thought again of how all the boys stared at her butt now, of how they all wanted her the way Elijah did but would never have her, and she thought of how Elijah was about to take her here where they could all watch, and she felt herself getting so wet and so horny that she began to grind her hips against him.







Elijah exhaled with satisfaction as he pushed his unzipped jeans, and his boxers, down just enough to free his cock and balls. His manhood wobbled proudly in the air of the classroom he’d been doing cardio exercises in for the last three years alongside his classmates, a room he’d never be able to enter again without thinking about the warmth of his little sister’s lips as they kissed, or the softness of her bare ass in his hands.


Or the way she whimpered like a bitch in heat while she ground her fat, jiggling ass against his erection, a primitive and animalistic plea for his cock that was as basic and pure as his lust for her.


He indulged himself in a brief moment of admiring the way her butt quaked with every grinding of her hips and the way it drove his rock-hard cock up and down and to the sides — and then he gave in to the desire that had brought them here.

Elijah got a firm grip on both of Mara’s arms, holding them behind her back. He pulled her so that her back arched, so that the lustrous brown hair on her pretty head rested nearly on his chest, and then he lined up and thrust his entire throbbing shaft into his little sister’s cunt.


Mara took in a loud, shuddering breath followed by a little moan, her entire body stiffening like it had just been struck by lightning. Elijah squeezed his eyes shut, releasing a low groan at the still-unbelievable sensation of Mara’s tight pussy, so hot and so moist that he almost couldn’t process the pleasure.


He felt Mara’s head loll back onto his chest. He opened his eyes and looked down at her. Her face was flushed deeply red, her eyes glazed and unseeing, teeth biting down on her lower lip. A little trickle of saliva trailed down her delicate chin.


Love, and a desire to fuck her so hard she couldn’t walk straight, filled him simultaneously at the sight of his little sister in such slutty bliss. Elijah began to fuck Mara, pulling his cock out and then thrusting it all the way back in, slow to start and rapidly picking up speed. Soon the steady pfap-pfap-pfap of skin contacting with skin, of his groin slamming repeatedly into her ample ass, filled the Muscle Room. He caught a glimpse of the way her butt jiggled with every thrust, the lewd display egging him to greater ferocity, and within seconds he was rutting into her so hard (and it was easy, she was so wet and so accommodating) that her hair was getting messy without him even having to touch it.







Mara had forgotten how think, or talk, and she was having trouble breathing, too, panting more and more raggedly. All she really had the sense to do was stay somewhat quiet, but even then little throaty whimpers were still managing to escape her, and she didn’t know how long she could contain that much.


It was every bit as world-shatteringly incredible as the first time, but better, because now there was no pain from the breaking of her hymen to mar the experience. All she knew was a white-hot pleasure, a perfect fullness. She was aware of how roughly Elijah was fucking her, so roughly that it overwhelmed and became her entire universe, and she loved it almost as much as she loved that she knew he was watching her big fat ass jiggle with every thrust, and she loved him, more than anything else.


The tempo of her big brother’s rutting, combined with the powerful emotions running between them and the perfect way his cock filled her pussy, brought Mara to the brink of orgasm with a speed she almost couldn’t believe. She felt a new, separate warmth climbing from the tips of her toes and fingers all the way to her core; their surroundings, the white walls with their school posters (GO WILDHAWKS), already unfocused in the haze of her hard fucking, faded nearly into another dimension — 


And then it had arrived, and it was bursting out of her, and she was cumming.


“Ahh-ah-ah-ahhhnnn,” she moaned, staccato, and she had no idea how loud it was because she the world had become too vague to provide any kind of frame of reference. Her hands grabbled blindly and desperately around, gripping at the cloth of Elijah’s shirt. She smiled dumbly into space, conscious enough to realize she was drooling but unable to take any action to address it, with the way her brother was holding her so firmly, and that sense of security and vulnerability all rolled into one only increased the fervor of her orgasm — her juices squirted out around Elijah’s cock, and he was still fucking, pfap-pfap-pfap, and Mara never wanted it to stop — 


But then it did. Elijah’s frantic thrusts stopped. Mara felt his hand (very warm, almost hot) closing over her mouth before she could register her confusion, which only confused her more — she was still cumming, her cunt pulsing and closing around his cock, her soft reddened ass twitching against his groin, why would he stop — until she heard the voices, loud and close, and the footsteps, right outside in the hallway.


“Such bullshit,” one voice, nasally and distinctly male, said. “He always singles me out. I wasn’t even the only one doing it.”


“Yeah, but you were the most obvious one,” another voice, also male, said with a distinct air of boredom, ringing weirdly in the empty hallway.


The exchange continued. There was the occasional squee sound, of a sneaker scraping on the floor, and the shuffling of cloth, but the encroachers didn’t seem to be going anywhere. Probably ducking out of class to catch an unpermitted breather — Mara had seen a lot of students do that since starting high school.


Her orgasm was tapering off, the last squirts of girlcum leaking out around Elijah’s still-inserted cock. Mara was hit by a sudden embarrassment. What were they doing — what was she doing? The students out there in the hallway only needed to take a few steps to the side, over the Muscle Room’s threshold, and they’d find Elijah buried balls-deep in her pussy, her juices dripping down onto the matted floor.


Swallowing audibly, blinking a few times to regain her clarity, she prepared to extricate herself — she’d make it up to Elijah later, just not while they were in school — 


But she never got that far. Elijah’s thick cock was moving again, slowly resuming its thrusting rhythm, and her pussy was alight again with contact and fullness. She blushed deeper than ever, nervously eying the doorway to their side, biting down hard on her lower lip, and praying that the boys outside wouldn’t walk in.


The thought of that, again, of other boys seeing her being used by her big brother, filled her with a queer warmth, and her eyes started to lose focus as she was lost in his fucking.







Elijah was in that unique, bizarre state that could only be experienced when on the brink of disaster, but too committed to pull back — or, in this case, to pull out. He held his breath while he listened to the encroachers outside chatting about some mundane thing, his impatience growing to annoyance as it became clear they weren’t going anywhere. He’d never particularly cared either way when he saw classmates occasionally slipping out of the gym while the coach was preoccupied, but now he fervently believed it should be a crime punishable by death.


He winced. Mara’s pussy was in the throes of orgasm, throbbing and pulsing so tightly around his cock that he was sure it would snap it off, and it was harder than he had once thought to stay quiet while that was happening. People moaned and groaned during sex for a reason.


It was about the time that the final trickles of Mara’s ejaculate were spilling out that he made a decision, without really giving it any thought.


Still listening intently to the voices outside the room, so close that they could have been standing in front of him, Elijah began to move his hips again, pulling his cock slowly out — wincing again at the wet schliiiiick that was actually very quiet but seemed to him absurdly loud — and then pushing it back in, then back out, then back, in, until he was fucking his little sister in earnest again. It wasn’t perfect — Mara looked so cute, so fuckable, and he wanted to be rutting into her like before, fucking her so hard that her ass would stay red for the rest of the day — but her hot wet pussy still hugged his cock like a vise, and it was enough.


Her ass, he noted with hungry approval, was so fat and jiggly that it managed to continue wobbling appetizingly with his thrusts, despite their slow, careful tempo. Using one arm to hold Mara’s in place behind her back, he lowered a hand and squeezed the exposed, rosy cheeks of her butt while he fucked into her.


Mara tossed her head forward, a little simpering sound escaping from behind her clamped, glossy pink lips, even shinier now that saliva was intermittently escaping her mouth. The voices outside faltered, paused.


“What was that?” Nasally asked, now sounding a little nervous. Considering they weren’t supposed to be in the hallway, Elijah supposed he couldn’t blame him.


“Shh,” Bored hissed. There was a silence, as if both faceless boys were listening intently for confirmation that they’d heard something. Surprised at his own tenacity, Elijah kept thrusting in and out of Mara’s tight pink cunt, kept grasping and juggling the considerable cushioning of her rump.


Holy shit, I’m starting to enjoy this.


A few days ago, Mara had fondly commented, You’ve always had to be coaxed into breaking the rules. It was true. He’d played it pretty straight since he was a little kid. He decided that if he was going to break that trend, there were worse ways of doing it than fucking his little sister in a deserted school classroom.


Grinning a little, Elijah decided to push his luck. He picked up the pace of his rutting — if he’d been thrusting at one-hundred percent at first, and then at ten percent after the students slipped out of the gym, he was now going at a third of his full speed. Little barely audible pfap-pfap-pfap sounds started emanating from the contact of his groin on Mara’s fuck-me-please butt. He didn’t think they were loud enough to be heard outside a couple of feet away, but the possibility was enough to get Mara looking at him over her shoulder with wide, shocked eyes.


Elijah’s grin widened. Relishing the heat of his sister’s cunt, he kept up his pace.


“Could’ve sworn I heard something,” Nasally said from outside, in the hallway.


“Guess it was nothing,” Bored replied.


They picked up whatever random conversation they had been passing the time with, short verbal exchanges that echoed in the corridor so they sounded louder than they really were.


Elijah took advantage of this by turning up the dial just a fraction more. Letting go of Mara’s arms, he got a firm grip on her wide alluring hips and fucked her harder.







Mara had seen Elijah’s more aggressive side a few times already — he’d displayed it from the very first day, taking hold of her head while he fucked into her mouth — but she was still having a hard time reconciling this Elijah, not only taking the risk of fucking her while two students stood right outside, but increasing the risk by pushing past slow, safe thrusts into quick, short thrusts that left his crotch slapping intermittently against her jiggling, bare ass, with the Elijah who had been so reluctant to escalate to vaginal sex when she’d first asked for it.


Now I see…


Now she could see, or glimpse, at least, the reason Savannah had displayed a new, never-before-seen submissiveness toward Elijah at breakfast that morning.


Her brother, the sweet boy who had without anger endured his little sister’s irritable snaps for the last few months, had a dominant side.


Mara’s breath, coming out somewhat heavily through her nostrils, hitched. Her eyes widened even more. Elijah was going even faster.


The wideness of her eyes quickly transitioned into heavily-lidded, glazed bliss. There was something about the way her big brother’s cock was penetrating her now, something about the angle combined with the moderate speed — after such a hard, rough burst before — that left her feeling weak-kneed. Her head lolled forward, her mussed-up hair falling over her eyes. She felt his arm release hers, felt his hand fondling and ravaging her ass meat again. Her hands came back up to her sides, but stayed there, her hands suspended in midair, limply swaying in time with Elijah’s thrusts.


She wondered if Elijah would cum in her. She wondered if she would have to spend the rest of the day walking around school with a tear revealing her raw ass cheeks, dripping cum down her thighs.


She almost hoped he would.







The way Mara’s fat butt was quaking and trembling was enough to get any man blowing his load; when that sight was combined with the beauty of the girl it was attached to, the way Mara’s head was lolling forward, tongue slightly protruded, eyes glazed, legs twitching, it was a type of visual overload that Elijah was growing very accustomed to.


The boys in the hallway were talking about something related to a party when Elijah felt his orgasm surging up his cock.


Gritting his teeth to clamp down on another reflexive groan of triumph, Elijah made one last mighty thrust into his little sister’s cunt, burying himself to the hilt. She pulsated and convulsed frantically around his shaft, milking him — 

He pulled out a split second before a burst of hot white cum spurted from his cockhead. Barely out of her pussy, it angled up, splattering between her supple ass cleavage, over her virgin butthole, dripping down her raw vaginal lips. Getting a hand around his shaft, Elijah jerked a few times to help the process, painting both of his little sister’s reddened ass cheeks with his cum until he had no more to give her.


They stood there for a moment, their shoulders heaving, Mara’s head still lowered, legs still twitching. Elijah closed his eyes, took a breath, and smiled. He rubbed his softening cock all along Mara’s butt, slapping it a few times.

She looked back at him over her shoulder, and then down at her lewdly marked rump, biting her lip in that adorable way. She straightened shakily. Like he had that morning, Elijah took a second to admire her — the way her hair was ruffled, the flush of her cheeks, the way her big pale butt — now covered with his cum — jiggled with her movements.


A big pale butt which was, he remembered with a flash of guilt, exposed because he had ruined her pants.


“Oh,” he said under his breath, staring. “Oh, shit.”


Mara followed his line of sight. She looked up at him reproachfully. Then she threw a hand over her own mouth to contain a fit of giggles, hunching over forward slightly.


Elijah grinned crookedly. His guilt was replaced by affection. All the remarkable aspects of Mara were returning now that they were close again. He’d missed her easy sense of humor. “Sorry,” he whispered, so quiet that he was almost mouthing it. He considered, then pointed toward the doorway and held up a finger — Wait. Mara blinked, nodded.


Stuffing his now-soft member back into his pants and zipping them up as quietly as possible, Elijah composed himself, cleared his throat, and stepped into the hallway.


One of the boys was facing away from him — Elijah was momentarily jarred by just how close he had been to him and Mara, a single step backward would have taken him far enough into the Muscle Room to catch a glimpse of them — but the other wasn’t. He had a pronounced nose. He gaped at Elijah as he emerged, which in turn prompted the other boy to turn around. He gaped, too.


“’Sup,” Elijah said casually.


They gaped at him for another second. Then the bigger of the boys, with the pronounced nose, seemed to shake himself out of his surprise. “Hey,” he said, making a passable attempt at casualness that was only marred by his rapid blinks. “We’re just, uh — ” His voice was nasally.


“ — Drink of water — ” the other boy volunteered, no longer sounding bored.


“Come on, man — ” Nasally grabbed at No-Longer-Bored’s arm and started dragging him down the hallway, incidentally going the wrong way if their goal had in fact been to get a drink of water.


Elijah watched them go in silent amusement. He hadn’t thought that it would be so easy to get rid of them, but he was glad it was. Now that he was clear, it occurred to him that he hadn’t been sure what he would do if they wouldn’t go away. Leave Mara to camp in the Muscle Room until the passing bell? That would be a long time to cope with partial nudity and semen body paint in a public setting. Fortunately, they wouldn’t have to find out.


He walked back into the Muscle Room. Mara was standing awkwardly in place, smiling demurely at him.


“You’re such a romantic, Elijah,” she said.


Elijah blushed a little. There was a bit of retrospective surprise over what had just happened, but he was starting to learn there was more to him than he’d once believed. A night of playing dominant for Savannah had taught him that. “Like I said, I couldn’t help it.”


Mara’s smile widened, her green eyes stunning behind stray locks of hair. She walked up to him — a little stiffly, probably trying not to let too much cum drip from her ass — and she kissed him on the lips. Not with the heat or passion of before, but with tenderness. Affection surged again. Elijah returned the kiss, reaching up to caress his little sister’s cheek.


Mara pulled away, but not very far, keeping her face within inches of his. “Let’s do that again sometime,” she said softly, playfully, lips curling up.


Elijah chuckled. “You’ll run out of pants.”


Mara frowned. She stepped back further and twisted her torso, craning her neck to get a good luck at her bare ass flesh. “I’ll have to start bringing spares,” she commented matter-of-factly.


“Here.” Elijah loosened his sweater and took it off, revealing the green T-shirt underneath. He offered it to his sister.


Mara smiled brightly. She shrugged off her light blue hoodie — with a little difficulty, it was tight (Elijah enjoyed the way her petite breasts jiggled during the effort) — and moved to wipe the cum off her ass with it.


Elijah intercepted her. She looked momentarily nonplussed, but brightened again when he plucked the hoodie from her hands and did the job for her. He planted one hand on the swell of her pliable, cushiony butt and gently wiped the fruit of his loins off of his little sister. It left a stain on the shirt that smelled vaguely of fish, but he figured it was better than walking around with dried cum on her skin.


When he was finished, she started pulling his sweater over her head. Elijah took the time to stuff her blue sweatshirt in her backpack. When he turned back to Mara, she was done donning his shirt. He was quite a bit bigger than her, so it reached comfortably past her butt, covering the tear in her pants and then some.


“Thanks,” Mara chirped. She took a deep inhalation, which confused Elijah until he remembered the way Savannah had desperately inhaled the odor of his genitals. He blushed again. His sisters’ fragrance was enough to make him heady, but it was weird to see that his odor had much the same effect on them. “I like it. Can I keep it?” Mara fluttered her eyelashes.


“If you want,” Elijah said, offering her the backpack. She took it, shrugging it back onto her shoulders. “Come on. We better get to class. I made you late.”


He was a little cold for the rest of the school day, but regret never even occurred to him.



Chapter 11 - Busy Day, Part Two


Savannah had just endured the hardest school day of her life.


Difficult school days weren't something she was unused to. She'd been opting for the most difficult classes ever since she had any kind of choice in the matter; for at least the past two years of her high school career, her entire schedule had been made up of advanced placement classes meant to prepare her for a rigorous college career (apparently, she had long since noted, by simply overloading her and her peers with arduous note-taking and homework assignments). The trial of staying afloat through all of this had become something Savannah almost enjoyed. Not everyone was capable of surviving the workload that she willingly faced down on a daily basis. On a bad day, her successes reminded her that she was strong.


But academics hadn't been the problem today. The problem had been that Elijah's thick cock wasn't in her hands, in her mouth, rubbing all over her face, and after less than a single day of being sexually active with him, she felt strangely naked without it.


Savannah didn't know it, but she was going through the same difficulties that her little brother and sister had gone through, the day after Mara sucked Elijah off in his bed for the first time. She'd been unable to think of anything else; every time she walked, felt her massive bust jiggle in her top, she thought of the way her brother had roughly molested her tits, the way he'd marked them with his seed after taking her virginity (and whenever she remembered that, yes, he'd taken her virginity, a delightful thrill exploded in the pit of her belly); every time she saw a teenaged couple kissing in the shadow of a locker, away from the prying eyes of teachers, she remembered the way Elijah's tongue had aggressively played against hers as they kissed, really kissed, for the first time, for there had been many kisses exchanged between them throughout their lives but those had been Family Kisses, pecks on the cheek, not the delicious hungry oral interplay of master and pet.


Her obsession with her brother's cock had become so all-consuming that, after finishing a history test which had completely slipped her mind the night before, and for which she hadn't studied because she was busy getting fucked (and still aced it anyway, a fact over which she could not avoid a degree of smugness), she had barely managed to regain some semblance of self-control before she started fondling herself right there in the midst of a populated classroom.


And now, as she stood in the local grocery store several hours later, reflecting on all of this, a simple, fundamental truth sunk in.


I wasn't exaggerating this morning. 


 Pleasing Elijah is the most important thing in my life now.


Savannah released a breath she hadn't intended to hold. This obsession thrilled her--she could tell as much from the constant tingling feeling in her core--but it also daunted her. What if it never subsided, even slightly? She had done all right today, but how was she supposed to build a career, or even get through college, if all she could think about was getting on her knees for her little brother and doing things for him that she'd only conceived of in her most private fantasies?


The worst part of all, she thought ruefully, reaching out to pluck a few cans of soup from a shelf and shoving them into her grocery basket, was that even as all of these doubts occurred to her, she only got more excited. Whatever bumps on the road were ahead now that she was her brother's slut--and, to a similar but lesser degree, her sister's, if that blowjob contest earlier in the morning had been any indication--she knew she was going to face them all down, for as long as she could.


Satisfied with her selection of soups, the voluptuous Gordeaux sister moved along out of her present store aisle and headed toward the refrigerated meats. As she walked, she felt hyper-aware of every part of her body. When Elijah's hands had caressed her soft flesh the day before, she'd begun to perceive herself in an entirely new way. The dim, constant pride she had long held for her bust, a pride that not infrequently vacillated toward frustration for all the times it got in the way, had become a much fiercer, more tangible kind of pride, as she'd basked in that morning squeezing her little brother's dick between her milky udders. Her natural femininity — the way she carried herself, the way she talked, the way she dressed--always somewhat subdued by her dedication to scholarly pursuits and domestic responsibilities, had become something she wanted to own, to flaunt for Elijah. She wanted his cock to come to life in his pants every time she was near, the way her pussy began to grow wet now whenever she heard his voice.


She wondered if Mara felt the same way, had a pretty good feeling that the younger girl did; if the effect was so strong on her, she could only imagine how it had been for her little sister. Mara had fought the onset of womanhood for so long. It would be nice to see her embrace what she was.


Some particularly low prices on the refrigerated meats caught Savannah's eye, and for the next few minutes, she was actually able to forget her raging libido--right up until a young couple moved up alongside, a few meters away.


Glancing at them with the idle curiosity of a passerby, Savannah had to admit they were a handsome duo. They didn't look much older than her, probably in their early twenties. The man was on the taller side, with a lean physique and dark hair; the woman was a head shorter than him (a similar dynamic, Savannah couldn't help but observe, to her and her little brother), and while she wasn't as gifted as the eldest Gordeaux in the curves department, the redhead was certainly no slouch.


Just the sight of a man and a woman together was enough to get Savannah's mind back on being with Elijah, but then the woman leaned forward to examine some chicken steaks, and her boyfriend, or husband, or whatever his relation to her was--a small voice in Savannah's mind speculated that maybe they were brother and sister and she had to hide a smile--subtly reached out to squeeze her ass through the tight jeans she was wearing. The woman rewarded his boldness with a sly, sultry smile over her shoulder. She grabbed the food she'd been inspecting, took two steps up to the man--hips swaying with just a little emphasis--ran a hand down his chest, and whispered something into his ear. When they moved off and disappeared down another aisle, they were holding hands.


A strangled noise of irritation startled Savannah, and it took her a second to recognize it as her own. Her thighs were rubbing together of their own accord and the warmth in her belly had become a blazing heat and her mouth felt strangely dry and she wanted to be getting fucked by her brother so badly that it was a physical pain.


Life is so unfair! Why can't we be alone on some deserted island somewhere, just me and him and Mara, milking that beautiful cock of his until we collapse from exhaustion?


She froze.


Slowly, not wanting to see what she knew she was going to see, Savannah looked down, past the considerable swell of her soft bosom.


She had been rubbing her pussy through her jeans. In the meats section of the grocery store.


It had only been for a split second, she was sure--surely no more time than that could have passed--but it was enough. It was more than enough.


Blushing deeply, Savannah shot looks to either side. There were people in either direction, but to her immense relief (and immense was the word; she felt on the verge of collapsing, so great was her gratitude) none of them seemed to even notice she was alive, all of them engrossed in what they were doing. She was sure there were security cameras observing this section of the store, and maybe her moment of weakness had been captured for all posterity, but with any luck whoever was watching the feeds had been just as oblivious.


Once the relief over this was processed, Savannah pushed aside her embarrassment and let resolve wash over her.


I need to do something about this.


She gnawed at her full, pink lower lip--still boasting the lip gloss she had applied that morning, the lip gloss that had been smeared all over Elijah's shaft during breakfast--and considered her options. What she wanted to do was go home to Elijah, let him bend her over the kitchen table, and get fucked until her supple ass was solid red and she couldn't walk for a week. Elijah, though, wouldn't be at home. As much as he hated Radio Hut, and she knew he did no matter how often he'd lied to her and told her it wasn't so bad, because he knew what he had to do and would do it no matter what and that was one of the many things she loved about him, he would be there, and he wouldn't be home until later that night.


Savannah couldn't wait that long.


Suddenly she knew exactly what she was going to do, realized that she had, in fact, known what she was going to do from the second she became aware of her fingers massaging her Special Place, just now.


Her tanned, pretty face set determinedly, her heart beating rapidly in anticipation, Savannah tossed the meat she'd been staring at for the past couple of minutes into her basket, turned on her heel, and got moving.







"I would never leave you, Susan," Elijah said.


There was, incidentally, no one around to hear him say it, least of all any women named 'Susan.' A response, however, was nonetheless forthcoming.


"I would never leave you, Susan," echoed the high-def demo TV playing high-def demo movies in Radio Hut, and the thickset, oily-muscled actor on the screen moved in suavely to lay a big slobbering kiss on the distraught-looking actress laying on the ground before him.


Elijah blew out a sigh. He was hunched over the service counter-cum-cash register, one arm propped to cradle his jaw, the other laid out with the fingers of his hand drumming on the thoroughly scratched surface. He was the only employee in the store at the moment. Chris didn't start his shift for another two hours, and Ulan was locked up in his office, presumably still obsessing over the cell phone he'd lost the day before--or, if Chris was to be believed, jacking off into a sock (Bro I'm straight-up telling you the truth, I walked in and he was tuggin' at it like you wouldn't believe, bet you that's all he ever does back there ). There wasn't a customer to be seen. Taking advantage of this, Elijah had activated the audio of the demo TV, a privilege reserved for when no one else was paying attention. He was starting to regret his decision. Today's movie seemed determined to outdo its competition in the vaunted Ham Factor.


The crappiness of the entertainment seemed a distant concern, though. Elijah was still feeling buoyant, his spirits lifted to the point he couldn't conceive of anything short of nuclear armageddon bringing them down--and even then, things might not be all bad, because as long as his sisters were around he didn't think he'd have much time to dwell on the destruction of civilization. It would be hard to focus on such things with his dick buried in a hot, wet, welcoming throat, or sliding between the cheeks of a soft, wide butt, or the warm cushioning of milk-laden J-cup tits.


Elijah felt his lips curling up in a grin as he thought back to his rendezvous with Mara in the school's Muscle Room. He recalled all the times he'd been working out in that room with his gym class, sneaking glances at the short-short-clad asses of the girls around him. He'd often fantasized about fucking one or two of those girls in that space; he'd never dreamt he'd bring that fantasy to life, and the fact he'd done it with his gorgeous, adoring little sister--whose ass was far more fuckable than any of those other girls', anyway--only made it all that much better.


What a week.


There was only one regret gnawing at him now. After he and Mara had exited the Muscle Room and parted ways with one last, lingering, particularly tongue-y kiss, Elijah had been so emboldened that he had considered seeking out Savannah and pulling her aside somewhere for a similar rutting, but as the afterglow faded and the reality of the school day had set back in, he had abandoned the idea. He'd consoled himself with the thought that there'd be plenty of time to make it up to his big sister after school. That seemed sparsely comforting now, with four hours of work left ahead of him. Every minute Savannah was available for cum-dump services that he couldn't take advantage of was a tragedy.


Behind Elijah, the familiar sound of Ulan busting out of his office shook him from his reflections. Elijah fumbled for the demo TV's remote and hit the mute button, straightening up and making a passable attempt at looking like he hadn't been daydreaming ever since he took his station. It quickly became obvious that his efforts were unnecessary. Ulan brushed by Elijah, his eyes darting around the store like a predatory cat surveying its hunting grounds, and it was clear his attention was miles away from his employee's posture.


After a few moments had passed without a word, Elijah decided to boldly initiate the day's first contact procedures. "Hey, Mister Ula--"


"Have you seen meestah Brockton?" Ulan cut him off, speaking tersely, still looking around as though he didn't trust the fact his store was actually devoid of any other people.


Elijah blinked. "Sir, Chris doesn't start his shift for another couple of hours."


Ulan nodded slowly. Elijah noticed that his leg was twitching around restlessly, his foot was tapping, and his lips were set so thinly that they were in danger of collapsing into themselves and potentially forming some kind of spatial anomaly.


Perhaps it was because his now very-active sex life involved both of his banging-hot sisters, or maybe it was because he'd gotten away with banging one of them in school with a class in session within earshot, or maybe it was a combination of both of those things, but Elijah was still feeling pretty invincible, and he decided to press for more information instead of playing it safe and remaining silent while Ulan pursued whatever strange line of thought was dictating his actions. "Is... everything okay, mister Ulan?"


Ulan's head jerked back to look at him so quickly that Elijah started slightly. The older man stared at him like he was just noticing him; then he visibly forced himself to relax. The leg stopped thrumming like a live wire, and his foot stopped tapping, but there was still a feral look in the eyes of Elijah's boss. "Oh, everyt'ing's more than oh-kay, meestah Gordeaux," the reply came, its tone particularly sinister, even for a man who had once actually jammed the store's only entrance/exit just to keep a woman who had caught his eye confined for a little longer so he could make his move. Ulan rubbed his hands together deliberately, beginning a meandering, swaggering walk back toward his office. "Everyt'ing's more than oh-kay. Let me know when meestah Brockton gets he-yuh, would you?"


"Sure thi--" Elijah's compliant reply was cut off by the slam of Ulan's office door. His eyes dwelled on it blankly for a few seconds. What the hell had that been about? In his months working for Radio Hut, he'd never seen his employer like that before. He wouldn't quite have labeled Ulan's behavior as intimidating--the man just didn't do intimidating very well--but it had definitely felt like he had something going on. The more he thought about it, the more Ulan's behavior resembled some cartoon villain waiting for his trap to be sprung.


Shaking his head a little to clear it, Elijah turned back around to face the store proper. He reached for the remote, reactivated the demo TV's audio, and started making himself comfortable again. Pleasant mental images of soft, pillowy feminine curves started to flood his mind's eye. Now, where was I...


The ringing of a chime, rigged to go off whenever the store's entrance was opened, signaled the arrival of a customer. Grudgingly, Elijah willed his incestuous daydreams back into the depths of his mind (and his growing erection to go away), and turned with a forced smile to greet who would be the first patron of the day. "Hi there, welcome to Radio Hu--Savannah?"


Ulan probably wouldn't have appreciated the breach of professionalism, but Elijah couldn't remember the last time he'd seen his big sister visit the Radio Hut. It took him a few seconds to accept it was really her striding purposefully toward him. That acceptance came easily enough when he took in the barely-restrained quaking of her cleavage, as ever so ready to spill out of her top — in this case, the same purple maternity top she’d put on that morning--and then his eyes locked with her vibrant blue ones and he felt that jolt of connection between them, and an irrepressible, massive grin spread across his features. "Savannah! What are you doing here?"


His sister came to a graceful stop in front of the service desk; a strong whiff of her scent, the same flowery scent that had filled Elijah's world as he made out with her for the first time the day before, standing in his bedroom and grinding her hips against his, his hands on the swell of her bare ass, brushed across him like a summer breeze. For a moment, he simply allowed himself to be floored by how utterly breathtaking she was: her black, blond-streaked hair framed her symmetrical, fair face, several faint wisps curling in across her (notably) flushed cheeks; her plump dick-sucking lips were just barely parted, glistening in the stark lighting of Radio Hut; and there was an energy in her eyes that effortlessly transferred over to him, the kind of energy that seemed to glow in the eyes of truly beautiful women and leave the men around them speechless.


But Elijah was not most men, and Savannah was not the average beautiful woman. She was his sister, and he knew her better than any other man could ever hope to, and she was his pet, too, now.


"I was just thinking about you," he blurted out, the truth and fondness evident in his voice.


That glow in Savannah's eyes seemed to brighten. The flush of her cheeks seemed to deepen. Suddenly she was leaning over the service desk, her fat hanging tits beginning the process of actually spilling from her top, but she either didn't notice or didn't care, and she was releasing a little whimper under her breath--was it relief he detected in it?--and then her face was centimeters from his and her warm breaths were brushing against his face and she was whispering, "I need you."


As the words sent a thrill up his spine and the needy throaty way they were uttered brought Elijah's cock to full erection in his pants, she gingerly closed the remaining distance between their lips, planting a soft, submissive kiss that seemed to ask for permission to go further.


The thought flickered briefly through Elijah's mind: I'm at work, someone could walk in at any moment, Ulan's only a doorframe away from seeing us.


He buried the thought, the same way he had when the doubts struck him while he was about to fuck Mara in the Muscle Room, because then her butt had been pressing against the bulge in his pants and now Savannah's breasts were begging to be squeezed and pulled and fucked and he could feel her need.


You gotta take care of your pets.


Elijah reached up, planted a hand on the back of Savannah's head, and pulled her into a deep, savage kiss, and his permission was given.







That increasingly-familiar melting sensation washed over Savannah as her little brother's lips closed aggressively over hers. His tongue pushed into her mouth, found hers, and they began the wet, intimate duel, with its inexplicable power of bringing the heat in her core to a fever pitch. The leaking from her pussy became so urgent that she feared she'd leave a stain on her jeans; her cunt pulsed hungrily, urging her to provide the cock it needed to be completed, and she could hear her muffled muted whimpers, but only faintly, because her perception of reality was warped, dominated by this boy who had once played with action figures, who had grown up into this good, handsome, willful young man, and who now played with her ripe, curvaceous body, instead.


She had been so focused on getting to Radio Hut, ever since she had reached the decision to do so after slipping and touching herself at the grocery store, that any thoughts about the risks of her actions had been far from consideration. Now, though, it was all rapidly becoming very real. She was making out with her little brother in the store where he worked, and that was bad enough for two people who weren't related by blood--if they were caught, not only would Elijah lose his job, the job whose income was vital, but word would likely spread very quickly that the Gordeaux siblings were a lot closer than they were supposed to be.


The prudent, mature adult in Savannah, the academic prodigy, told her to back out, knowing that satisfying horny impulse couldn't possibly be worth risking the family's primary income, or humiliating them in the eyes of their community.


But fuck, did she need him.


They'd been kissing for what had to have been over a full minute when Elijah's lips pulled back, a thin string of drool linking them to hers briefly. They were both panting a little. Savannah's eyes never wavered from Elijah's--they were intoxicating, so alive, so fixed on her, and that invoked a warmth and comfort and excitement that transcended words--but she could sense his hands moving, and then she could feel them. They slipped past the thin cloth of her maternity top, took hold of her sensitive, plushy titflesh. Savannah moaned out loud. Her baby brother was groping her in plain view of anyone who happened to chance into the store--hell, for all she knew, there was already someone hidden behind one of the shelving units, listening to the depravity taking place in such a public area, and she delighted in the way she didn't care.


Elijah's head hovered just over her left shoulder, his breaths on her skin. His hands squeezed and massaged; she felt him pinch a nipple, felt her cunt throb particularly hard in response, simpered like a whore.


"I can't believe you, Savannah," her brother's voice said into her ear, tone playfully disapproving, and she shivered, closing her eyes. "This is completely irresponsible."


"I'm sorry," Savannah whispered. Her tongue snuck out to wet her lips as Elijah planted a wet kiss on the nape of her neck, never pausing in his molestation of her slutty milkbags. "I haven't been able to get you out of my--aaaahn--" She bit down, a hand flying up to her mouth, palm facing outward; he'd rubbed both of her thick, brownish nipples at the same time, making her knees weaken. "...Out of my head, all day."


"Hmm," Elijah acknowledged. His face moved up level with hers, eyes boring into her, a boyish smirk on his lips. Savannah's heartbeat quickened even more than it already had. She felt at once self-conscious and completely free. "It's like you always say, sis. Sorry just doesn't cut it."


Savannah was about to ask him what he meant when he suddenly took a firm hold under both of her arms, up by the shoulder, leaving one reddened, tan-lined breast jiggling outside the confines of her maternity top and the other barely stuffed into it, the edge of her areolae showing. He pulled her forward with a surprising burst of strength, drawing a startled noise from his sister that transitioned into a giggle. Understanding his intention, Savannah planted her hands on Elijah's shoulders, and moved herself helpfully as he pulled her over the service desk. They knocked a few things over, but neither of them moved to pick any up.


As soon as Savannah was behind the desk, Elijah had aggressively pressed himself into her, backing her up so her ass was smashed against the desk's side, his clothed erection hard on her pelvis, invading her mouth once more with his tongue; and then, after a moment of this, his hands caressed their way up her soft tanned arms, gripped her shoulders, and gently but commandingly began to push her down to her knees.


Savannah's heart ached more sweetly at the gesture than if he had taken her on a romantic moon-lit boat ride.







So far, so good, Elijah thought to himself, eyes flitting to either side to confirm they were still alone. Other than the actors in the still-running demo movie on the store's TV, they were. He lifted his hands from Savannah's shoulders, used one of them to run a finger along his big sister's cool cheek, brushing a strand of hair aside. She smiled dreamily up at him. Her eyes already had that glazed look he'd come to recognize, come to love, the look that both of his sisters developed as their lust grew. Then her attention turned to the noticeable bulge on the crotch of his jeans, and her hands reached up, and Elijah couldn't hold back a little shuddering breath of excitement as his big sister slut undid his zipper.


The parallels to the earlier situation, with him and Mara in the school's Muscle Room, were inescapable--but on many levels, this was even more satisfying than that had been. For one thing, there was still something incredibly and incomparably hot about seeing his ever-responsible, nose-to-the-grindstone older sister shedding all of her pretensions and letting herself become a cock-hungry cum slut for him and him alone. He almost wished all of her classmates could see her now just so he could drink in their reactions.


And there was the fact this was Radio Hut. Ever since he'd started working there, it had become a place he associated with boredom and annoyance. He'd grown to resent it in ways he never resented school. It felt ridiculously liberating to be dominating his horny sister here, of all places. The only thing that would have made it better was if Chris was around to--


A bell rang.


I can't fucking believe it.


Elijah was barely aware of the way Savannah's finger paused, his zipper half undone, the pulsing flesh of his erection partially visible. Chris Brockton himself had just walked into the store--or, perhaps more appropriately, swaggered into it.


His first impulse was to shout at Chris that he was too early, his shift was still over an hour and a half away, but then his lust-clouded mind was able to piece together the fact his co-worker was wearing his 'civilian' clothes, the gray hoodie and dark blue jogging pants he never seemed to go without when he was off work.


The next thing his mind was able to piece together was that


Holy shit I am royally fucked!


His head jerked down to look at Savannah. She was still squatting in front of him, her face level with his groin. The service desk was completely enclosed, hiding her from view, and conversely, she couldn't see what was going on. She looked up at him questioningly, her shapely eyebrows furrowed in clear uncertainty, her hair slightly mussed, one huge breast still freed of her top.


Elijah's cock twitched at this lewd view, and his momentary lapse into panic faded as it hit him.


No. I'm not fucked. 


He'd bent his little sister over and fucked into her pussy while two other students stood mere footsteps away not long ago.


And now he was going to fuck his big sister's willing cum dumpster mouth while his co-worker walked around the store.


Chris was wearing his casual clothes. That meant he wasn't on the clock, and that meant he didn't have access to the service desk enclosure.


Still looking down at Savannah, Elijah's expression softened into a warm smile. Noticing this, and likely interpreting it as permission to play it safe, Savannah smiled back and began to retract her hand from his zipper.


Elijah's hand closed over hers, holding it in place. Savannah's smile slipped. She looked confused. Elijah, still guiding her hand with his, pushed it down so that his zipper came undone. His cock wobbled free, standing at full attention, twitching eagerly.


And as Chris approached, he took a step closer to his sister, shoving his cockhead against her soft welcoming lips.







Savannah had been confused when Elijah's warm hand closed over hers, holding it in place on his zipper, but that confusion quickly cleared. It was replaced by the same depraved, naughty thrill that had filled her as her little brother molested her breasts over the service desk.


Fuck, Elijah, do you have any idea what you do to me?


Someone had come into the store. The ringing bell, and the brief panic in Elijah's eyes when he looked down at her afterward, had announced that much.


And her little brother was going to feed her his cock anyway.


The same voice that had reminded her of how irrational this trip to Radio Hut was--the same voice that had tried to dissuade her from letting Elijah fuck her in the first place--tried one last, stubborn time to bargain with her, told her that it was too late not to dive into an incestuous relationship with her brother, but she could still walk away now, before she slipped even deeper, before she let herself become his slut not only in the privacy of their own home but wherever he wanted, before she lost all control of the situation.


Then the cock was in her face.


And then Elijah took a step forward, herding her and trapping her even more tightly against the confines of the service counter, and that hot pulsing cockhead was demanding entry into her mouth.


And she was so thirsty.


The voice of reason finally faded from her mind. Savannah's eyes lost yet more focus, her lids dropped partially as she surrendered anew to her uncontrollable lust for her baby brother, and she puckered her lips around the tip of Elijah's cock. She imagined how she must look--crouched down behind the service desk of some dead-end tech retailer, her huge tits still raw and reddened from Elijah's fondling, one of them completely exposed, her hair slightly unkempt, a fat dick in her mouth--and she noticed belatedly that this thought had driven her to touch herself, like she had at the grocery store, slipping a slender hand past the waistline of her jeans and rubbing at her clit. This time, she didn't stop. Instead, as Elijah forced more and more of his hard shaft into her hot wet mouth, she focused on containing all the moans that she felt bubbling up inside her, the result of a day's repressed cravings finally being sated, more deliciously than she'd even hoped.







"What's good, little man?" Chris Brockton said by way of greeting, ending a brief tour of the store's front-most product displays and approaching the service desk.


The words barely registered. Elijah bit back a satisfied growl; Savannah's tongue had begun to move, performing its slutty massage on his cock as it slipped deeper and deeper into her throat. It took a considerable amount of willpower not to look down. His sisters made the cutest faces when they were swallowing his dick.


He did hear the salutation, though, and smiled benignly at the co-worker he couldn't stand. He hoped the smugness of addressing him while his busty sister slurped at his cock didn't show too much. "Hey."


Chris obliviously smirked back at him, stopping right in front of the service desk and leaning forward, resting his forearms on the desk's surface. Elijah's heart started to beat faster, but otherwise he figured he was doing a good job of acting casual. That was no small feat--Savannah's head was beginning to bob up and down, milking his cock with her mouth in earnest. Without really thinking about it, Elijah reached down with one hand and expressed his pleasure by running his fingers along and then behind Savannah's ear, cupping the side of her head. In response, Savannah's head pulled back; he felt his cock leave her mouth--there was that curious sensation of the warm drool coating his shaft cooling in the open air--and then her tongue was running up and down its underside, her hot breaths creating a constant blanket. The mental image of how she must look doing it aroused Elijah so intensely that he was positive his cock managed to somehow grow even harder.


"So," Chris said, a gleam in his eye that would normally have put Elijah very much on edge. At the moment, he only barely managed to be curious. His co-worker looked around, nodding a little. "You seen Ulan today?"


Elijah's idle curiosity transitioned to an idle suspicion. "Yeah," he said slowly. He had to squeeze his eyes shut for a second to gather himself as he felt Savannah begin to lather attention on his balls, her slimy tongue moving over every inch of them, coating them as thoroughly with her saliva as she had his cock. An intense despair that he couldn't see his big sister's vulgar tits jiggling and wobbling while she worshipped him with her mouth came and then went as he remembered, in the context of Chris's question, Ulan's suspicious behavior earlier. "Chris, what did you do now?"


Chris pulled that Textbook Innocence look, the same one he'd had fixed on his face while Ulan interrogated them over his stolen phone--the one Chris had, in fact, stolen. "Man, Elijah, you wound me. Always so suspicious 'n shit."


Elijah just looked at him. He was glad there was really no need to say anything to that; Savannah had taken his entire cock back into her throat, and with the way her drool was pouring down his shaft, he was fairly sure he wouldn't have been able to muster anything coherent. He was, however, collected enough to feel it as Savannah started to pull her head back--and responsively clamp his hand down on the back of her head, fingers bunching up her soft lustrous hair, holding her in place.







As Elijah's warm hand planted itself on the top of her head and held her down, forcefully keeping his cock exactly where he wanted it, Savannah realized that not only had she already come to expect that kind of behavior from him, she had begun to crave it. Moving with a mind of their own, her fingers started to thrust in and out of her dripping pink slit more intensely than before, her thumb rubbing furiously at her clit--she was edging on the brink of orgasm, and she knew it was entirely because of the way Elijah's roughness drove her crazy with need. Desperate to communicate her gratitude to him, she reached up with her free hand, gently pressing against the back of his ballsack so that it was closer to her tongue. She lapped at the fertile orbs aggressively with her tongue's tip, which in turn, she knew, continued to provide a slimy caress for the shaft twitching in her throat. From the way the fingers clutching her head tightened slightly, she knew he approved. Simple-minded, slutty happiness flooded through her.


And as the conversation between her brother and his oblivious co-worker continued, Savannah reached her first orgasm of the afternoon.


Her entire body seemed to seize up for a split second--the rhythm of her fingers faltered, her legs buckled and nearly gave way, a small, barely audible simpering sound escaped her around the cock in her mouth--and then her hips began to buck convulsively, forward and backward, like a miniature seizure focused entirely around her pussy. She felt girlcum squirting out of her profanely, ruining her panties and leaving a growing, visible dark stain on her jeans. The intensity of it, combined with the slutty position she was in and the contentment of pleasing her brother, caused her eyes to roll partially back into her head; the fingers holding Elijah's balls in place closer to her tongue moved randomly, massaging them unconsciously. The fingers pumping into her cunt, meanwhile, slowed, and then, as the final squirts of girlcum ended, ceased entirely.


Overloaded by the pleasure it had just processed, Savannah's body slackened. The hand which had held Elijah's balls fell to her side, its counterpart remaining slackly in place over her still-twitching cunt. Momentarily, her little brother lifted his firm grip from her head. His powerful-looking cock, drenched so thoroughly in Savannah's drool that it was dripping nearly with the thickness of honey, twitched and pulsed at eye level as she let her head fall back to rest against the side of the service desk.







It was a strange experience, trying to hold a conversation while his big sister was cumming all over herself below him, her legs twitching against his, her fingers convulsively squeezing and stroking his balls, her breaths coming out heavily around the shaft he still had lodged in her throat. He kept his hand in place on her head until he was positive she was finished--he didn't want to risk removing the only thing muffling the moans that would no doubt be escaping her otherwise--and then lifted it, letting her catch a breath.


"...Wanted to see if he’s gone apeshit yet," Chris was saying gleefully as Elijah dragged his attention back to the conversation.


"Let me try to understand this," Elijah said slowly. He glanced down surreptitiously for a brief second, caught a glimpse of the way Savannah was leaning back against the service counter and staring with a kind of blank adoration at his wet, still-throbbing erection. Moving as subtly as he could, he pressed his groin forward just a little more, so that his cock pressed up against his big sister's soft face, and set to rubbing it all over her cheeks, her lips. He felt rather than saw or heard her breath quicken as a result, its warmth brushing against him more regularly. "You came in here almost two hours before your shift just to gloat over what you did to mister Ulan's cell phone?"


Chris looked like he couldn't quite understand what there was to be confused about. "Uh, yeah. Bro, you saw how pissy he got yesterday. Shit's comedy gold."


"Uh-huh," Elijah said dully. He felt his cock, during the course of its circuitous route around Savannah's face, become lodged between her puckered lips. He set to thrusting it back and forth on them, relishing in their wet softness.


It was at that moment that the most blood-curdling sound Elijah had ever heard decided to make its emergence.


"Meeeeestaaaah Broohhhhh-cktonnnn."


Not for the first time, Elijah and Chris turned simultaneously in vague fear to face mister Ulan, the younger employee forced to lean over the side of the service counter slightly to see him, temporarily forgetting the sister slut happily suckling on the side of his cock.


Ulan was standing framed in the doorway of his office. He was wearing an expression that Elijah could only describe as creepy, mouth twisted into what might have been an attempt at feigning a smile but which turned out looking more like a grimace.


"Yo, mister U," Chris replied after a second. Elijah had a feeling his co-worker had come into this scenario expecting a very specific entrance on Ulan's part, and this was probably not anything like it.


"You ah early," Ulan pointed out, his tone unreadable. He took several meandering steps toward them. Elijah once again felt an instinctive uptick in his heart rate; there were now two possible witnesses to the fact he had his cock out and in his big sister's face. He chanced another quick look down to see how Savannah was faring--he was still used to the prudent scholarly version of his sister, and he could imagine the horror on her face at the increased risk of discovery--but if she had registered the new arrival, she didn't show it. Her eyes were still distant, fixated on his manhood as she suckled on it with moist lips.


"Yeah," Chris confirmed his boss's observation uncertainly. He might have been stupid, but it would have taken a level of ignorance beyond even him not to pick up on Ulan's odd behavior. "Just droppin’ by."


"Is that so?" Ulan snapped abruptly.


Elijah's head rotated back and forth between the two men he'd shared Radio Hut with for so long. There was an anticipation in the air, he could feel it. Something was going to happen. Then again, maybe that was just the sensation of his orgasm creeping ever closer thanks to Savannah's constant slurping and the admittedly thrilling knowledge of the deception they were pulling off together.


Chris looked to Elijah as though hoping for a little help, but at that particular moment he was distracted by the sudden absence of his big sister's lips on his shaft. A glance below revealed that Savannah was simply holding her mouth open, sopping tongue extended, her glazed eyes now turned up toward him. The message was clear: she was still basking in her orgasm, but that didn't mean he wasn't free to use the sperm repository that was her mouth.


Elijah took her up on the offer, sliding his cock onto the slippery red carpet of her tongue and pushing deep into her gullet, then pulling out, then thrusting back in. He was positive that if someone paid any real attention, they'd notice his movements, but he was banking on the fact nobody really was paying attention to him. He was right.


Somehow, he was managing to fuck his big sister's face while his co-workers held a conversation with him standing right between them.


"Ah you sho-ah you aren't here to return to the scene of the kuh-rime?" demanded Ulan, his voice rising with every word.


The oh shit I'm caught vibes emanating from Chris were all too obvious--he looked like a kid who'd just been apprehended with his hand in the cookie jar after years of getting away with it. His mouth opened and closed mutely a few times. "Y-Yo, Mister U, I--"


In Elijah's brain, the pieces began to come together. Ulan's seeming impatience for Chris to arrive--the similarities to a cartoon villain waiting for his prey to walk into his trap--Chris's stealing of his cell phone--


As though to confirm this dawning understanding, Ulan fished around in his suit pocket and produced the cell phone in question, holding it up like some religious icon. "Are you sho-ah," the middle-aged retail manager pressed on triumphantly, "that you aren't here to cov-ah up what you deed?"


It was enough to make a man believe in miracles.


Chris had been caught.


On top of that, Savannah's greedy tongue was recovering its earlier slutty energy, caressing every inch of his rock-hard cock as it basked in the muggy heat of her mouth.


I fucking love my life.


"What I did?" Chris retorted, raising his own voice indignantly. It even sounded somewhat genuine, probably fueled by a mounting annoyance at how badly his plan had gone awry. "Look, mister U, I don't know what you think I had to do with that, but--"


"Don't meestah U me," Ulan cut him off venomously, waving the cell phone that had started this chain of events around in the air. "Theenking you are so clev-ah, sneaking it back into my off-ees like some thief in the night. But not so clev-ah! Hah!" He produced something else now--a CD. "Deed not notice the camera heed-en behind my desk!"


Chris's skin visibly paled. He scoffed incredulously--scoffed again, looking around the store like he thought there might be something he could use to turn this back around in his favor. Finally he seemed to give up, facing Ulan. "I found it--I was returning your phone," he said, trying one last tact, but it came out lamely. When Ulan just stared at him accusingly, Chris turned to Elijah. "Little man--yo, tell him. Tell him I didn't do it."


Elijah responded by summoning his best apologetic expression and staying quiet while he fractionally changed the angle of his thrusts into Savannah's mouth, so that he was brushing against the moist texture inside of her cheek. As soon as Chris's eyes were back on Ulan, he peeked down at his big sister, enjoying the way his cock made her smooth-skinned cheek bulge lewdly. He was getting a show on two fronts, and as much as he liked seeing Chris get his comeuppance, he was pretty sure which show he loved more. His sisters were just so fuckable.


After a moment Chris scoffed one last time, his demeanor changing. Knowing he was finished, he dropped the facade of innocence; he propelled himself disgustedly from the service counter, shaking his head. "This is whack. Fuck ya'll."


"Fuck youuuuu!" Ulan retorted with what could have been argued as an excess of enthusiasm. A microscopic shower of spittle glistened briefly in the air. "Geet out of my stow-ah! You're fy-ahd!"


"Fuck that, I quit," Chris shot back, taking a few agitated backwards steps toward the exit and holding his arms out to either side, palms outward. "Go back to Africa, you dried-up byitch."


"Racist!" Ulan bellowed after him as Christopher Brockton, senior employee of Radio Hut, shoved the exit open angrily and swaggered out, ending his career with the franchise and, as it happened, his nearly daily torment of Elijah Gordeaux. Elijah decided to celebrate the occasion by letting the cock-bulge in Savannah's cheek return to normal, instead thrusting all the way into her throat. A wet, feminine mmmmngluk mingled with the sound of the door chime ringing.


Ulan stood in place, glaring at the door and breathing heavily while his sole remaining worker throatfucked his older sister a few feet away. He swore a few times in what was ostensibly his native language, capping it off with a fierce "Muthafukka." Then he stormed up to the side of the service desk.


Elijah's heart rocketed up into his windpipe, but he maintained a neutral mask. Thankfully, his luck was holding; just like earlier, Ulan's attention was clearly not really on him.


"Yo'ah being promoted," his boss barked. "From now un-teel we hi-yah a replacement, you will take a weekend shift to do extra in-ven-tor-ee work. Yes?" The last word came out nearly a shout.


Normally Elijah might have objected, or at least tried to negotiate this sudden relegating of workload, but a simple swivel of his eye was all it would take for Ulan to notice his sister slut squatting in front of him with his cock in her mouth and a huge tit exposed, so he just nodded frantically. And besides, he reasoned with himself, an extra shift every week seems like a small price to pay for getting rid of Chris.


Ulan glowered at him for another moment, perhaps gauging whether he should just fire Elijah, too, while he was at it, and assure the safety of his cell phone for all time, but finally he appeared to be satisfied. He nodded curtly, swiveled on his heel, and waddled back to his office. A finalistic slam of the door signaled the end of what would be one of Elijah's happiest memories.


The fondness of that memory, though, would only be due to Chris's firing in relatively small part. What he knew he'd really remember was the way his sister stayed so quiet for him, the way she never stopped making love to his cock with her skilled mouth, and the way she smiled up at him as, once he was sure they were alone again, he helped her to her feet to finish what they'd started.







Savannah was only dimly aware of the scene unfolding up above, in another world, because as she'd realized at the grocery store earlier, her world was Elijah's cock, and as long as it was hard and in need of worship in front of her, she had a responsibility to serve it. Her ears had listened disinterestedly as the shouts of those faceless people up high intensified, those people who would be able to see her being such a dirty little slut if they just took a few steps in the wrong direction or got a thought in their heads to look at something behind the service counter; had listened disinterestedly as her perfect little brother energetically rubbed his manhood all along the insides of her mouth, making her cheek bulge out shamelessly and drool spill from her slick bottom lip.


She heard the door slam, knew something had happened that might be important to Elijah, but his only reaction was to slide his cock into her tight throat again, and she was so happy to feel it occupying that space and have his balls on the tip of her tongue and his salty odor in her nostrils that she didn't feel the slightest flare of panic when she saw a dark-skinned man suddenly looming over her in the periphery of her vision. In a way, she wanted him to look down, because then someone would bear witness to her true identity, this mussed-up sister slut with her fat breeding-worthy tits and the stain of girlcum on the crotch of her pants and her jaw stretched wide by the cock in her mouth, eyes blankly adoring--but the man did not look down, and soon she heard another door slam, and Elijah's hands were under her arms again, pulling her up.


Savannah wobbled a bit as she stood on her feet again for what felt like the first time in ages, blinking to clear her head. There was a dim regret in the back of her head that she couldn't just stay on her knees down at Elijah's service counter forever, ready to milk his cock whenever he needed some release. She noticed Elijah running his eyes over every inch of her body, dwelling on her heavy breasts and the way they were wet from the drool she'd released during her mouthfucking, and then on her slightly messed-up hair and her flushed cheeks.


"What happened?" She asked, voice husky, looking around in puzzlement, curious now that she was part of this world again.


Elijah tore his eyes from her lewd, enticing appearance and joined her in looking around. With the shouting done, the only noise came from the demo TV, and it seemed eerily quiet in the store.


"Let's talk about it later," he said, and she felt him pressing up close, his dripping cock rubbing against her pelvis even as her cleavage cushioned his chest, his mouth an inch away, aligned with hers. "It's been a busy day."


He kissed her, their tongues made brief contact again, and Savannah let herself get lost in it, eyes closing--


And before she could so much as take an inhalation through her nostrils, she felt herself being turned roughly around, bent over forward, her torso resting on the service counter, breasts smashed against it, the cool surface jarring in its contact on her skin--a confused whimpering noise escaped from her throat, "Eli?" and then she registered Elijah's hands forcing her still-buttoned jeans down to her knees, exposing her tan-lined ass and the skimpy black G-string she'd put on for him that morning.


Savannah’s cheeks heated up fiercely. Her stomach turned and fluttered more than ever, her still-leaking pussy throbbing with a fresh urgency--he could see everything, and anyone who walked through those doors would be able to see it, too, and she was powerless to stop it and she didn't want it to stop.


Elijah chuckled softly and plucked at the thin line of her G-string; Savannah emitted a small ah at the brush of air on her holes. "Naughty girl," her brother’s voice said from somewhere behind and above her. The butterflies in her stomach went even crazier. "Don't you know nice girls don't wear this kind of thing?"


"Mmmhmm," Savannah whimpered, backing her hips up until her little brother's erection was on her exposed butt.


He groaned. She felt him take hold of his cock with a hand and start to rub it all over her ass cheeks, leaving trails of her drool, its warmth driving her over the edge. She bit her lip, threw her head forward, bangs hanging over her eyes. Her hips started to gyrate. Elijah stopped rubbing and she could sense his eyes appreciating her slutty display; a moment later she felt him reaching around, his hands squeezed her already raw and ultra-sensitive breasts, pulled the still-clothed one out of her maternity top so they were both freed. Savannah moaned, continued to buck her hips around on her little brother's cock as he juggled her tits.


His hands pulled back. Her tits spilled onto the counter, jiggling. The next thing Savannah felt was her G-string being pulled down, keeping her dripping pink pussy and brownish butthole at Elijah’s disposal--but then it kept going lower, until it reached her jeans, and then she felt him pushing both her jeans and her G-string down to bunch around her feet, baring both her ass and her slender tan legs. With her milky tits and her bottom half exposed, she was almost completely naked--naked in an open-for-business tech store.


That barely had time to sink in. Just as her heart skipped a beat at the thought, and her cunt pulsed in arousal, enamored with how utterly at Elijah's mercy she was, she was being flipped around again. He lifted her up, and planted her ass atop the service counter, facing him. He tugged off her sneakers hastily so he could dump her pants on the ground; her G-string stubbornly clung to one ankle, hanging there. Panting as raggedly as she was, he pulled her forward, spreading her legs, lining her pussy up with his cock, its glistening length twitching in expectation. His eyes roamed up her body until they locked with hers.


"Please," she whispered.


Then her breath stopped working and she was full.







Elijah's shaft pushed as relentlessly into his big sister's eager pussy as his tongue had into her mouth. He was immediately awash in the wet heat of her fuckhole, wincing at the tightness that delectably pushed the limits of pleasure to the edge of discomfort, never quite crossing the line. Growling with gratification, he got a good grip on Savannah's ass and started a rhythm of thrusting, locking his eyes on the oversized tits he'd subconsciously lusted after for years, watching them jiggle and wobble and quake with the movements of her entire body.


"Ohgodohgodohgod," Savannah breathed. Her eyelashes were fluttering randomly, her breath coming out irregularly, her tongue darting out at random intervals to lick at her lips. Suddenly, with a desperate strength, her hands clasped behind Elijah's head, moved to either side, roamed around, stroking his black hair; Elijah had a random memory of their breakfast routine, the one from a previous life, where Savannah would ruffle his hair as she sat down to eat. "Fill me up, baby brother, please please please fill me up--"


The desire and need in every word intensified the fire in Elijah's belly. He wanted to give this slutty big sister of his exactly what she wanted. His hips pistoned like a powerful machine, pumping his sister's cunt so hard and so fast that she started to gasp and moan in time with the thrusts, pushing her further back on the counter microscopically every few seconds, her hair becoming more and more frazzled as her head bobbed back and forth, eyes rolled up. A little river of drool poured from the corner of her mouth. Elijah felt a fierce surge of satisfaction--he was literally fucking his sister slut senseless.


Moving with the impulse that always dictated his actions while he banged his sisters, he lifted one of the hands holding Savannah's ass in place and used it to cup one of her quaking milkbags, then the other. He leaned in, taking a fat brown nipple into his mouth, suckling it and nibbling at it. Savannah moaned loudly, the volume of it fading in and out; her hips convulsed, and Elijah understood that she was about to start squirting again a split second before her pussy's intense seizing and squeezing and pulsing threatened to crush his cock--her clear girlcum sprayed out around his shaft in bursts, splattering all over his groin, leaving several light stains on his Radio Hut shirt. Frankly, he thought it was an improvement.


Savannah's body went slack again as her second orgasm tapered off. Her eyes almost completely lidded, face red, chin dripping and glistening with her drool, hips twitching every few seconds, she smiled blissfully. She kept stroking Elijah's hair with one hand and dropped the other onto his shoulder, lightly caressing it as he fucked into her.


"Eli," she murmured lovingly. "Eli..."


She was still cooing his name as he released his seed.







Later that night, some time after Elijah Gordeaux's shift had ended, mister Ulan's office door creaked open. The rotund manager of Radio Hut stretched luxuriously, looking around his domain. He felt particularly protective of it today, having chased off a traitor who'd hidden amongst his staff for years. He wandered forward, up to the service counter, shuffling his feet tiredly, still waking up from the nap he'd just enjoyed.


Everything appeared to be in order. The lights were dimmed, as the last-shift employee was always supposed to ensure; the demo TV was off, the shutters were closed, and the security grate had been lowered over the door.


Ulan nodded to himself, pleased. The one he hadn't fired, the skinny boy with the pale skin and the black hair--he wasn't a bad kid. Sure, he was as lazy as all the children in this country, but at least he did what he was supposed to and didn't go around stealing cell phones.


Just as he was turning to go back to his office, something caught his eye, stopping him. Frowning a little, Ulan turned and squinted to see in the darkened store.


It was the little bobblehead he always kept near the cash register, the body of a hula-girl with the square chiseled face of a man with sunglasses (Ulan had found this uproariously funny and bought it instantly). Except it was on the floor, not on top of the service counter, where it belonged.


Ulan grunted and rolled his eyes. He opened the service counter enclosure and moved to pick it up. "What a day."


He would have to talk to mister Gordeaux about respecting his work space.



Chapter 12 - A Family Affair


SEVERAL MONTHS LATER

Bob Henrickson had lived in the apartment complex on the edge of town for most of his life. As a young man, barely out of high school, he'd married his sweetheart and they'd settled down there, living a simple, workaday lifestyle. He was in his old age now; the tall working man had become bent by the weight of experience and loss, skin wrinkled, his formerly dark hair now a shock of white atop his head. He'd seen a lot of tenants come and go, but he'd taken a particular interest in the Gordeaux family, his immediate neighbors.


They'd been a healthy-looking family when they first arrived, a mother and a father and their three children. Bob--who the local kids called 'Old Man Henrickson,' to his constant amusement--had gotten along well with the parents. They were good people, never lacking in a smile or word of acknowledgment when they passed by each other in the complex, often stopping to chat about the local comings and goings. The old man had been saddened to hear of their deaths, and ever since, he'd kept a close, albeit distant, eye on the three children, concerned that they wouldn't be able to cut it on their own.


For the first few months, it had seemed he was right to be worried--they looked miserable whenever he saw them. He'd observed as the boy, a handsome young lad, started working a job, trudging up the hallway after his shifts, back to his apartment like a man on a death march, seemingly no happier to be home than he'd been to be away. The two girls, as pretty as the boy was handsome, never appeared much happier; the older of the two always kept a stiff upper lip, and Henrickson admired that, but the strain of her new responsibilities was ever clear in her eyes, and the younger girl carried herself with a vulnerability and insecurity that made his old heart feel heavier in his chest.


Often, he heard the muffled sounds of shouting and argument through the walls dividing their residencies. He'd resigned himself to counting down the days until the resolute Gordeaux children gave up on trying to make it on their own, and left to move in with family somewhere else, to be replaced with another new set of neighbors.


Then something had happened.


Old Man Henrickson didn't know exactly what that something was, but for the past few months, things had changed. When the Gordeaux children passed him in the hallways, or he saw them out and about in town, they all looked--different. It was like seeing completely new people. They walked with a bounce in their step, a healthy glow to their skin. When they were together, they were invariably huddled close, often with hands linked or resting on one another's arm, or back, talking intimately in low voices. To Henrickson, their bond seemed stronger than he'd ever seen it.


And they always had a smile reserved for him.


Today was no exception. Shuffling down the hall at as brisk a pace as he could manage (and he could remember a day when his brisk pace was a whole lot brisker), heading out for one of the few obligations that took him outside the complex nowadays, Henrickson noticed the distinctive, rich black hair of Elijah Gordeaux, and the lean form attached to it, coming his way. He was pleased to see the boy looked as alive, as go-get-'em, as he had since that mysterious change had first manifested itself. Their paths continued to converge, and as they drew into talking range, the young man flashed him a vibrant grin. "Hey, mister Henrickson."


 Henrickson was only too happy to smile back. He wished the boy's parents could see how strong he was becoming. "'Evening."


They each continued down their separate routes. Henrickson wondered, as he frequently did in the dead of night, what exactly had transpired in the lives of his three young neighbors to so visibly strengthen their connection, to revitalize their zeal for life.


Whatever it was, he was happy for them.







Like he did every day, now, Elijah breathed a little sigh of relief as he reached the door to his apartment. It had been a particularly grueling shift at work. Radio Hut was undergoing an interior design overhaul for apparently no reason whatsoever beyond Ulan's whim, and since he was still the only employee of the store--his boss seemed content to simply fill in himself during the store hours that Elijah couldn't work--the entirety of the manual labor had been his job. He wouldn't have guessed how exhausting it was to empty every item from every shelf, dissemble those shelves, and then reassemble them in new locations, but combined with enduring Ulan's hovering and inane commentary, it had proven remarkably tiring.


That was the past now, though. Now, Elijah was home, and it was true what they said: there really was no place like home. Especially when that home was shared with two sister sluts who he loved deeply, and who both reciprocated his love in all kinds of wet, sloppy ways.


The tantalizing odor of food hit him as soon as he opened the door, and the grin that started forming in appreciation of this only widened at the visuals that accompanied the smell.


His home looked as inviting as ever. He and his sisters cooperated now to clean regularly--something their constant bickering had mostly prevented in past months--and as a result everything was tidy, with just enough mess to add a little personality. The lighting was warm, and the temperate atmosphere was a nice change from the cool air outside.


But what really made him grin was his sisters. Mara, gorgeous little Mara, was snuggled up cozily on the living room couch, knees drawn up to her chest, her gray short-shorts revealing her soft pale legs and curvy thighs; a fuzzy green turtleneck sweater that perfectly matched her bright green eyes and contrasted with equally fuzzy pink socks, and the way her ever-growing but still petite breasts were barely accentuated against the soft fabric, lent her a dangerous cuteness factor. She was doing her homework, as she always was at this time, a book in her hands and several other tomes and notepads scattered around her, on the couch and on the coffee table in front of her. She looked up from this to give him a warm, adoring smile, and a little wave of her slender fingers with one small hand, almost engulfed by her sleeve.


Savannah, meanwhile, was too busy to give him a smile, but she was offering plenty of greeting in a rather different, considerably more lewd fashion. She was in the kitchen, standing in front of the oven and tending to the cooking pans generating the delicious odors of food, facing away from the apartment door, her completely bare tan-lined ass moving around invitingly. Elijah felt his boner beginning to harden immediately; she was clad in nothing but a skimpy, frilly pink apron, tied over the small of her back, and stylish, purple high-heels. The gesture was touching and, of course, arousing. She knew heels drove him crazy. 


He grinned mischievously back at Mara, dropped his backpack, closed the door behind him--locking it with one fluid, practiced movement--and stalked into his home, his hunting grounds, starting with the kitchen.







It became suddenly hard to focus on how much spice she was supposed to add to the meat and how much longer the veggies had to cook. Savannah's ears picked up the sound of the apartment door opening, followed by the sound of Elijah's backpack falling unceremoniously to the floor and the palpable sensation of her brother's eyes inspecting her welcome-home presentation. She heard his soft steps on the carpet, the louder creaks of his feet on the kitchen tiles, and she licked her lips as her heartbeat picked up and the warmth Down There, which had been increasingly present since she donned this slutty outfit, heated up into an inferno.


"How was work?" she asked as casually as she could.


"Such a thoughtful pet," a voice breathed hungrily into her ear. Savannah's entire body shivered. Her eyes closed contentedly at the sound of her baby brother's words, flooding her with that deep-rooted gratitude that he would allow her to do such things for him. Then his arms were wrapping around her torso, pressing up against the bottom of her huge weighty tits and exaggerating their cleavage; she felt his clothed erection bury itself between the soft mounds of her butt. She inhaled, exhaled tremblingly, surrendering herself to him even as she tried to keep some degree of attention on the meal she was preparing.







Elijah smiled affectionately at the way his big sister's ripe, fuckable body writhed excitedly against his as he began to lay wet kisses all along her smooth neck. Keeping one arm under her pale udders, propping them up so that they spilled out of the sides of her apron, and appreciating their contrast to the rest of her tanned skin, he moved the other arm down and maneuvered his fingers onto her pussy lips, rubbing lightly, struck by how drenched she already was. Those small, slutty whimpers he loved filled his ears. The hand that had been holding her spatula vanquished its grip, letting it clatter to the countertop, and jerked down to clasp his as it massaged her needy cunt, wordlessly begging him to keep going.


Normally he would have happily obliged, but right now, he had other plans. He pulled his hand back from her dripping snatch. The needy tone of his sister's whimpers became briefly, almost childishly confused--but they quickly transitioned into a loud, vulgar "Aaaaaahn" when she heard his zipper being undone and felt his hot, twitching hardness slap up against her pussy lips. He set to slipping it back and forth between them, bathing in her lubricating juices, holding what she craved just beyond her reach.


Writhing even more pronouncedly, Savannah planted both hands on either side of the oven, letting her head hang down; Elijah caught a glimpse of her face, flushed deep red, lips parted to allow her animalistic panting, eyes clouded, staring down greedily at the cockhead that periodically peeked out from between her thighs in his thrusting. The sizzling from the pan in front of her climbed louder, probably crying out for attention, but Elijah knew Savannah was rapidly slipping past the point of being aware enough to notice. It wouldn't be the first time a meal had been ruined by his using her body as a cum dump while she tried to cook, and he was sure it wouldn't be the last.


Worth it.


The thought of all those times he'd fucked his big responsible sister like a whore while she stood at their oven, the contrast of that with not-so-distant memories of the no-nonsense boss of the house she'd once been, and a smugness in the back of his mind with how he'd tamed her, rocketed Elijah past the point of teasing. Pulling back his cock one more time, he thrust inward--this time, right up into Savannah's hot pussy.


"Ffffuuuuuck yessss!" Savannah cried out in a rough voice, tossing her head forward anew, hair whipping in the air, as the power of Elijah's thrust sent her legs forward against the over door and her lewdly (barely) clothed big tits into a wave of jiggling and quaking. Her hands slid around randomly on the counter top; Elijah heard small clicks as her high heel-clad feet wriggled with equal randomness. After all this time of daily fucking, almost always multiple sessions every day, her body still visibly struggled trying to process the fullness of his cock inside her.


And it still made him want to fuck her even harder.


In no time he was rutting into her with abandon, his groin smacking against her rapidly reddening butt loudly and frequently, her legs bumping audibly into the oven with every inward plunge. Her hands continued to randomly jerk around on the countertop, and, concerned that one of them might wander onto the hot oven, he valiantly took hold of her forearms, forced them both behind her back, and used one arm to hold them there. This had the effect of arching her back toward him, putting the fragrant smell of her hair in his nostrils and, incidentally, making her slutty udders easier to reach. He would be remiss to pass up such an opportunity to hear her constant moaning and simpering take on that extra degree of perverse pleasure. With his free hand, he set to roughly squeezing and juggling his big sister slut's tits.







Savannah had been back in the apartment for hours, but only now did she truly feel like she'd come home after a day that had felt as long as Elijah's. The rest of the world had slipped away, might as well not have been there at all. Her mind deliciously blank, all she knew was the way Elijah's coarse hands ravaged every inch of her soft pale tits, the way his perfect hard thick cock filled her cunt, rubbed against her insides, knocking aggressively and constantly against the entrance to her womb. It hurt a little bit, but the naughty voice inside her loved that, and the pleasure of the way her little brother was using her was so overwhelming that the pain melted into it, almost enhancing it.


She remembered, deliriously through the heat of her lust and mounting orgasm, that when this had all started months ago, she'd worried that it might get in the way of her academics, might get in the way of building a career after school, and now she couldn't think of anything more ridiculous. If anything, she was worried that schooling and career-building would get in the way of what really mattered, and what really mattered was making sure she was available to Elijah whenever he needed some hot wet holes to shoot his baby batter into. Oh, sure, she was still doing well in school--still the top of her class, still perfect marks, and still on track to attend an excellent university--but what good would any of that be if she knew her little brother master wasn't being serviced often or worshipfully enough?


As the sensation of her ass cheeks became increasingly numb, the convulsions of her cunt tunnel more and more intense, she dimly noticed Mara grabbing a drink from the fridge a couple of feet to her side. She smiled dumbly at her little sister, a strand of saliva extending from her fat bottom lip to her chin and all the way down to one jiggling tit. Mara smiled fondly back and leaned in, planting a little kiss on her cheek, and then walked off, back toward the living room.


The next thing she knew Savannah was staring up at the ceiling, her head thrown reflexively back, and her back was arching even more pronouncedly and her mouth was wide open and releasing a weak, throaty moan, because Elijah had made one last powerful thrust into her snatch and his cock was twitching and she could feel his hot sticky jizz flooding into her and this turned her on so badly and made her so giddy that her hips bucked around and she started to squirt, spraying blast after blast of girlcum all around the cock jammed inside her even as the intense responsive squeezing clamping milking of her pussy drove her brother to pump out more and more cum.


She didn't know if it took minutes or hours or seconds, because when her world was her baby brother's cock, time lost its hold on her, but by the time they both finished cumming in synchronization, she felt as though she'd been pumped so full of Elijah's precious semen that she wouldn't need to eat for days. She let herself slump back against him, head lolling onto his broad shoulder, that dumb slutty smile plastered onto her face, chin smeared with drool. Her glazed eyes eventually found his face, that angular handsome face, a little reddened, his own eyes gazing down at her with a protective love, and she nearly started squirting again then and there.


His softening cock still lodged in her fuckhole, excess cum oozing out around it, he lowered his lips onto hers.







Predictably, dumping a load of his cum into one of his sisters had alleviated the day's accumulated stresses completely. It never failed. Elijah was completely relaxed as he stood there in the kitchen, buried to the hilt in his big sister's pussy--now properly filled with his seed--devouring her mouth with his, one hand still gently squeezing her huge milk-cow tits.


Finally, almost grudgingly, he released Savannah's arms and stepped back. His half-erect cock slipped out of her well-used cunt with a wet schlop; a fresh outpouring of the gooey cum that hadn't been able to fit inside her womb dribbled out thickly, clinging to the insides of her tanned thighs and creating a small puddle on the floor. He surveyed his handiwork. His big sister slut stood over the oven, her hands once again planted on the countertop, and it was obvious she needed the support--her round ass, red and raw, continued to twitch as she rode the aftershock of his enthusiastic breeding, her shapely legs trembling, and from the way she was smiling gratefully at him over her shoulder, he could see how flushed her face was, how she'd allowed her chin to become coated with her saliva in that blank-minded state he always drove her into. Her normally perfectly pale breasts, now basically naked--the apron's front was compressed between her cleavage--still bore the fading imprint of his fingers. Her blond-streaked black hair was just slightly, perfectly ruffled.


Tugging slightly at his cock, Elijah brushed a hand through the hair over one of her ears. Savannah made a happy little sound in the back of her throat. He nodded at the pan in front of her--and the now-charred piece of meat it contained. "Got a casualty," he observed wryly.


Savannah followed his gaze and, after a second, her eyes seemed to clear a bit, and she pulled a disappointed face, those plump lips of hers sticking out in a way that made Elijah's cock twitch. "Not again."


Elijah laughed. His big sister smiled ruefully, and with one last caress of his arm, she set to bustling around the kitchen again, her legs still trembling a little, moving gracefully in her high heels, not bothering to cover her wobbling tits back up. It took a minute for Elijah to gather the willpower to tear his eyes away from this spectacle, but he remembered that, like Mara, he had homework to do.  His cock swaying around in the open air — he’d learned some time ago there was no point putting it away once he was home for the night — he left the kitchen, and headed over to join Mara.







Mara was well used to listening to the sounds of Savannah and Elijah fucking while she tried to do homework--and as often as not, she was the one getting bred while Savannah had her nose in a book--but she had only ever managed to be slightly successful at blocking out the noise and focusing on what she was doing. Nestled up on the living room couch, she'd kept her school-assigned, softcover novel held open in her hands, staring down at the text. She found herself re-reading the same sentence over and over again as Savannah's whimpers and moans became lewder and more pronounced, and then were eventually joined by the telltale pfap-pfap-pfap of Elijah rutting into her--and from the almost nonstop frequency of the noises, she could tell he was in a particularly horny mood.


This had driven her to find an excuse to take a look at the perverted scene unfolding in their kitchen. She decided she needed a drink. She'd wandered towards the refrigerator, and had been at once grateful and regretful she'd decided to investigate--grateful because it was fucking hot, seeing her beloved big brother using their busty sister so callously and the blank slutty joy on Savannah's face while he did it; and regretful, because after she forced herself to get her drink and leave with nothing more than a kiss on her sister's cheek, her inability to progress past a single sentence in her book had become an inability to progress past a single word.


That was why, when she saw Elijah walk out of the kitchen and crouch by his backpack, rummaging around for his books, his cock softening yet still imposing, she felt her stomach flip and the butterflies inside it taking flight and she had to sneak her tongue out to wet lips that had become dry even though she'd just taken a long swig of water. There was a reason his homework sessions had become a favorite part of her days.


Her brother stood, books under his arm, and Mara unthinkingly dove her nose back into her book. She immediately berated herself, for the billionth time, for the jealousy she realized she was impulsively and needlessly trying to cover up--in tonight's case, jealousy that he'd used Savannah first on arriving home, despite the fact she'd recognized that likelihood as soon as she saw that skimpy apron and high heels on her sister. All these weeks and months later, she still struggled with surges of envy every time Elijah’s attention concentrated entirely on Savannah. She knew it was stupid, knew she loved her big sister, lusted after her, and would never complain about the arrangement the three of them had--and she also knew by now that she would never be able to erase the jealousy completely. And why not? She was Elijah's first. It seemed to her that she should be entitled to some preference for that.


Thankfully, all this really did was keep a sense of competition alive in her, one that had long since fizzled out in her submissive big sister. Sure, she knew Elijah liked having such a passive fucktoy around, one he could walk up to and order to do any dirty things he wanted and be instantly obeyed, but she also knew he appreciated her initiative.


 Elijah brushed past her, and a rush of air announced before the low grunt of relief did that he was sitting down next to her. Mara glanced sidelong at his crotch, at the half-aroused cock reaching up for the air, the large, soft brown ballsack bunched up by the jeans it rested atop. Her pussy throbbed in yearning.


"Looks like we'll have to wait a little longer for dinner," Elijah commented, sounding embarrassed. For some reason beyond her grasp, Mara found that immeasurably cute. "She's not very good at multi-tasking."


That uncontrollable sense of competition flared up in Mara's belly, alongside the heat.


"No," Mara agreed loftily, and, resting her book on her knees, she reached out with one pale, delicate hand, fondling her big brother's manhood, rubbing her palm all over his hot shaft and balls. He instantly, gratifyingly began to harden under her touch. "But I am."


Elijah groaned. One of his wiry-strong arms, an arm which moments ago had been holding Savannah to him as he did what he pleased to her, slipped around Mara's slender shoulders. A warm, coarse hand rubbed at her upper arm. Two feelings which were by now practically instinct bubbled up inside at her brother's touch: safety, complete and uncompromising, and a desire to do things for him.


"You should focus on your schoolwork," Elijah breathed, his voice low and hot, and Mara's pussy throbbed more intensely.


"I'm going to," she said. Wriggling around on the couch, she positioned herself so that her head was in his lap, her favorite place in the world. Keeping her book held up in one hand, eyes fixed on its pages, she lined up her lips with the side of her brother's now fully-aroused cock and began to lap at it with her slimy pink tongue.


The pride she felt at the way Elijah let out a deep, primal growl of pleasure was better than any trophy. It was time to make her big brother wish he'd come to her first after walking through the door.


Wetting her lips one more time, she swallowed the tip of Elijah's cock, eyes only leaving the book in her hand for a split second as her eyes closed involuntarily, her tongue savoring the taste of his thick brother-meat. Then she resumed reading.


Strangely, she was finally able to read past that damned sentence. 







Elijah was beginning to see the irony of poking fun at Savannah's multi-tasking abilities. Trying to focus on his science packet while the heat of Mara's mouth washed over his still-spent cock, while her tongue ran up and down its length and twirled around its tip in a tireless quest to please him, her soft brown hair brushing against the skin of his groin, was a lost cause, and it only became more so with every passing second. He couldn't help but look down at his baby sister, behaving so casually like his little slut, and the way he could glimpse the thick layer of drool forming on his shaft, the way his sister's short-shorts rode so far up that her curvaceous pale legs were entirely bare, was rapidly reawakening the carnal beast inside him. It never had much of a chance to rest with his sisters around, and tonight was obviously no exception.


Giving up on the science homework, he dropped his packet onto the couch cushion beside him and got his hand onto something much more fun to grip--the top of Mara's head. His first instinct, whenever his cock was in one of his sisters' mouths, was to start aggressively fucking into it, but Mara sucked his dick while he did homework every night now, and it was a kind of tradition to let her dictate the pace for it. Content with that, he simply sat back and enjoyed his younger sister's handiwork.


To that end, instead of tightening his fingers in her soft hair, he gently stroked his fingers through it. That left one hand free. He slipped that hand up under her fuzzy turtleneck sweater, moving over her slender stomach until he was tweaking her small-but-pronounced pink nipples.


"Mmmmmngh," Mara moaned happily around his cock. She adjusted the angle of her head so that she could look up at him, eyes half-lidded, the lust in them serving as her expression of approval. Still looking up at him, she sealed her lips around the tip of his shaft, vacuum-tight, her cute freckled cheeks caving in; her tongue slurped and danced lewdly around his cockslit, making little wet sounds.


And then her head abruptly dived all the way down into his crotch, her throat swallowing his entire shaft--"Glugggghk"-- sending torrents of drool pouring onto his skin.


Elijah groaned so fiercely and so loudly that the sounds in the kitchen faltered fleetingly before resuming. Trying to process the sudden overload of heat and moisture, his hips writhed around on the couch in much the same way Savannah's entire body had against him a few minutes earlier. His head dropped onto the cushion behind his neck, his eyes squeezing shut.


Mara's face remained impaled on his cock for a seemingly impossible amount of time before her head bobbed back up. She gasped for breath, whimpering a little. His thick, now-drenched rod wobbled free of her mouth, every exhalation sending a puff of hot air against it. She didn't give Elijah much time to recover. She was kissing the tip of his cock again almost instantaneously, her cute little lips puckered, lowering inch by inch until he was in her throat again, and then back up, and then back down. Soon she was fucking her own face with a slutty enthusiasm, her round face contorted in the way Elijah loved so much as she kept her jaw stretched and her mouth open wide to accommodate his girth.


He thought he was doing a fairly good job of holding off what was promising to be an explosive orgasm, desperate to prolong the experience, until he noticed that his little sister was still keeping her half-lidded eyes fixed to the side, on her schoolbook, scanning the pages, continuing to do her own homework while she used her mouth to coax her brother’s cum into her throat. Something about that was just too much for him to handle.


He came in Mara's gullet as fiercely as he'd guessed he would.







Mara's body was a furnace, every limb tingling with the life and anticipation that filled her whenever she was pleasuring Elijah. She knew she was doing an expert job with her mouth, with her throat, because she'd done this for her big brother so many times that she recognized all the frenzied reactions of his cock, the twitches and the convulsions, and because her throat had been invaded by him so many times that it had practically been molded to hug perfectly around his thickness. She basked in the familiar feeling of his strong hand cupping her small breasts, the way he was petting her head, the feeling of him watching her head bob rapidly up and down, basked in all the wet slurping and whorish whimpers she was making, because she knew Elijah loved them.


Not to mention, she'd actually managed to read two whole sentences since she started stuffing her mouth. She didn't even know why she was keeping her glazed, half-closed eyes on her book; she supposed it had something to do with the way this had started tonight with Elijah's comment that Savannah couldn't multi-task. While the jealousy she'd initially felt that Savannah got to have his cock first had dissipated almost immediately once her lips were on him, there was still some stubborn vestige of competitiveness that wanted to prove she could multi-task while she pleasured him.


She was completely unaware that this was the catalyst for the unusually quick, voluminous orgasm that started to pump into her throat as she lifted her face from his drool-covered groin to take a breath and prepare for another dive.


Her head was unexpectedly pushed up, roughly but not painfully, by the way Elijah's lap rose from the couch, his heavy panting hitching  and turning into a loud, satisfied grunt; his fingers curled up tightly in her hair, bunching her brown locks up, holding her in place, and the thick hard cock whose tip was the only thing in her mouth at that moment shoved up against the roof of her mouth and then forced its way back into her tight throatcunt. Mara's eyes widened--she wasn't sure what was stronger, the sudden panic or the intense arousal this brought on, because while she wasn't quite as submissive as Savannah she was still invariably left weak-kneed by her big brother's dominant side--but the answer quickly became clear as spurt after spurt of his cum splattered against her esophagus and slid down into her belly, drawing a completely involuntary and completely slutty "Mmmmmmmmnfff" from her.


After an amount of cum that left Mara's pussy tingling had finished depositing itself in her throat, Elijah's fingers loosened in her hair, and his hand dropped to his side. His lap lowered back onto the couch, his cock slipping out of her mouth until it was once more just his tip between her lips. Knowing his eyes were on her, admiring the sister who had just happily gorged on his seed, she turned her clouded gaze up toward him and allowed her lips to linger on his cockhead, suckling at what was no doubt now an ultra-sensitive tip, slurping up the last vestiges of his load.  He smiled with a total, perfect bliss that she felt mirrored within herself.


"Dinner's ready," Savannah's voice interrupted from out of nowhere. Mara's lips parted from her big brother's softening manhood as they both looked up in surprise. Their sister smirked playfully at Mara and raised a shapely eyebrow at the scene in front of her. "Hope you didn't spoil your appetite."


Mara stared at her, and then, feeling typically silly for today's spell of jealousy, in the brunt of Savannah's approving reaction to this blowjob she'd had no part of, she giggled. She got up with Elijah--he kissed the top of her head as he rose, creating another burst of warmth in her core--and she followed them into the kitchen.


For a surreal moment, on the way, she was transported back to the time when she avoided eating dinner with her siblings at all costs, because putting up with eating breakfast with them was bad enough.


But then Elijah’s hand was on the small of her back and the sweet ache of her freshly wrecked throat returned to her, and Savannah was rubbing her hand as she sat down, coyly asking about how much cum their brother had fed her, and she gladly let the past fall back into memory.







A lot of families ate dinner together, but Elijah severely doubted that many of those dinners were as raw, open and energetic as the ones he shared with his two sisters nowadays. Where typical families, even those that could be considered extremely close, still had to hide secrets from each other, kept their most primal and dirty thoughts to themselves and avoided any subject matter that might bring them to the surface, the Gordeaux children had forgotten the need for such barriers. They were totally, utterly straightforward with each other, from opinions, good or bad, about the things they said regarding their school days, to Mara's grumbling that Elijah had better fuck her first after work tomorrow night and Savannah's fond chiding that her little sister really did need to get that jealous streak under control; and they were boisterous, laughing often, because they had all grown to know each other so intimately, for the people they were now, that they knew exactly what to say to tickle each other's sense of humor.


After a meal that ended long before the conversation did, and the three siblings finished cleaning up the table (with a great deal of ass-grabbing and cock-squeezing), the apartment lapsed into a tranquil quiet. All of them split up to do their homework in earnest. Savannah slipped into the former girls' room, slipping her pink apron off as she closed the door. Mara reclaimed the living room, turning off the TV and conquering the book that had eluded her before dinner. And Elijah sat down at the computer in his bedroom, powering through his homework so he could squeeze in a little quiet recreation.


               His eyes started to droop within a couple of hours. He finished up what he was doing in the online game he was playing, excused himself (Come on dude you always log off so early just one more round, objected Donovan, his sort-of-friend from school), grabbed his favored pajamas from his bureau--a black T-shirt and light blue boxers--and wandered into the bathroom to get ready for his bedtime routine, the reason he always logged off so early, one his cock was already anticipating with eager twitches.


Leaving the bathroom a few minutes later brought his fully-recuperated erection back to raging strength as he saw his sisters had started without him.


Mara and Savannah were positioned on his bed--no, their bed, it was as much theirs as his now--their bodies intertwined, wearing nothing but slutty lingerie. His little sister's petite breasts were naked save for a small pink heart-shaped pastie on each one, her cute little nipples straining against them; her wide child-bearing hips and big soft butt were complemented nicely by thin, light-green panties and the black mostly-transparent stockings, with pink brims, that Elijah had bought for her not long ago. His big sister, meanwhile, was wearing nothing but the transparent fishnet body stocking that he'd ordered her to slip into every night after her homework was finished. Her colossal milky tits were deliciously emphasized, their soft flesh bulging between the gaps in the fishnet, her fat nipples peeking out and leaking slightly in her arousal, and the stocking made her tanned legs looked particularly feminine and voluptuous. She'd kept her purple heels on. Elijah decided he'd make those a permanent part of her sister slut uniform.


He stepped over the threshold into his room, tugging on his cock, watching his sisters. Mara was on all fours over a reclining Savannah, her ass facing toward Elijah, and one of her hands was over their older sister's cunt, two fingers pumping slowly in and out. A steady trickle of lubricating juices flowed out around them. Savannah writhed around on the blankets, her eyes closed, blushing visibly, biting her lip. A little horny moan bubbled up from her throat, and Mara, with a self-satisfied little smile that made Elijah's dick strain, lowered her head to kiss her victim on the collarbone, and then the neck, and then the mouth.


"Mara," Savannah panted fervently as their lips separated, her hips bucking forward so that more of her little sister's fingers impaled her pussy.


Mara's little grin widened. She added a third finger to the two already stuffing Savannah's thoroughly-abused slit, thrusting them in even faster. Savannah gasped, her eyelids fluttering. Her back arched over the mattress, hips continuing to buck, tits jiggling under their fishnet constraint.


Then she cried out--"Gaaaaaaaaaaahhhhn fucccck"--Mara had shifted over so that she could lap at her big sister's clit with the tip of her tongue, even as she schlicked in and out of her fuckhole, fingers drenched with its juices. Savannah's back and hips rose and fell sporadically off the bed, tongue lolling out, watching Mara with a lust that burned so palpably Elijah could feel it from his distance.


The time felt right, so he closed that distance now, walking up until he stood right alongside the bed, towering over his heat-consumed sisters, letting his throbbing cock wobble proudly and expectantly over them.


They both froze in their slutty positions, flushed faces swiveling up to hungrily stare at his manhood. Moving in unison, a little sluggishly as they changed gears, they prostrated themselves before him, like worshippers before their god--Mara edged forward on all fours, forearms and knees on the mattress, fuckable ass swaying and jiggling in the air, and Savannah mimicked her position, her huge soft bosom squishing against the surface below, so that they were both expectantly prone on either side of his cock. They opened their mouths wide, tantalizing strings of saliva visible in their depths.


Their brother fed them their bedtime snack.


The lewd wet gluks and slurps and whimpers and moans and grunts that had become the soundtrack to the Gordeaux household were soon at full volume. One hand on each of his sisters' heads, Elijah fucked first Mara's mouth and then Savannah's, back and forth, slowly at first but steadily ramping up to full intensity. Their eyes in turn alternated between adoring stares at the shaft using their throats like fleshlights, and up at him, their lidded thickly-lashed eyes gauging his reaction to their wriggling dancing tongues. A stain was growing on the blankets of the bed, a thick drizzle of saliva raining onto it every time Elijah's cock schlurp'd out of one mouth and moved to the other. He watched the way Mara's fat pale wide butt wobbled every time he fucked into her gullet, the way Savannah's compressed milkbags jiggled as he wrecked her pretty face, and his cock was awash in the heat and moisture of their sperm dumps, and he knew he couldn't take much more.


After one more foray into each eager mouth--Savannah's tongue reached out forlornly as he extracted his cock, wriggling in mute appeal--Elijah lowered himself onto the bed between his sisters. He pulled himself up toward the headboard and laid down on his back, resting his head near the pillows, his soaked, hard cock rigidly upright, swollen balls bunched up over his boxers.


He grinned innocently at Mara and Savannah, his blood racing at the way they stared at his breeding equipment, and they lunged.







Savannah lowered herself onto Elijah's face at his beckon, wetting her lips excitedly. Angling herself so that she was facing his body and the little sister sitting on his cock with a long, throaty moan, she anxiously awaited the sensation of his mouth on her cunt. She didn't indulge in cunnilingus all that often--she was usually much happier servicing her baby brother's cock, usually derived a lot more pleasure from it--but Mara's feminine attentions Down There tonight had piqued her desire for a little slurping directed on her for a change.


She immediately shivered at the sensation of his hot breaths on her pussy, and then her body twitched a bit as his tongue slipped past its lips. Her eyes widened.


"Ohmyjesus," she breathed, her pants quickening. "Ohmyjesus, ohmyjesus--"


Elijah, it seemed, had been working on his technique since the last time he lapped at her pussy. His tongue moved around in her as skillfully as she knew hers did when his cock was in her mouth; it brushed against the throbbing moist tunnels he'd lined with his seed a few hours before, moving with a randomness that wasn't really random at all, but had to be carefully choreographed because it was hitting her in all the right places and --


"Oooooooooohhhhh," she cooed, tossing her head back. Like Mara had earlier, he was now stimulating her clit, a thumb rubbing at it gently but firmly, the warm coarseness of his skin re-intensifying the furnace in her belly. Reflexively, suddenly consumed by her love and gratitude for her ever-considerate Elijah, Savannah reached behind her with one hand and clutched the top of her baby brother's head, rubbing her lips together, breathing heavily through her nostrils while she gyrated her hips on his face, the weight of her milky bosom quaking lightly but pronouncedly.


Letting the sight of what her little sister was doing in front of her intensify the heat of her arousal, Savannah rode the waves generated inside her by Elijah's wet tongue.







Mara, in turn, was watching her older siblings, her panting driven up by the sight of her breeding-built big sister rocking her hips over Elijah's face, rubbing her leaking pussy over his mouth, the soft flesh on her fishnet-clad body wobbling, her blue eyes glazed, but for the most part she was indulging a fierce, possessive satisfaction that her brother's cock was snug inside her cunt now.


She rode him with her pale legs straddling his, the way she had when she lost her virginity so long ago, back before she ever imagined she'd see Savannah dress like such a slut, let alone moan and whimper as Elijah ate her out. The younger Gordeaux sister's fat ass slapped rhythmically against her big brother's thighs, and she could feel her soft massive cheeks quake in synchronization. The burning, gaping hunger in her core that had built up all day, that had tingled and grown as she swallowed Elijah's cum on the living room couch, was exploding as it always did when he was inside her, filling her with a queer heat. The world around her grew progressively blurrier; the loud moans and cries coming from her mouth seemed distant. Soon, the only thing she was aware of was the hard thick cock rubbing against her cunt tunnel, ramming aggressively into her womb entrance, its hot pulse almost perfectly synchronized with hers.


That exploding hunger continued to grow. Mara gnawed at her lip, unconsciously riding her big brother's cock even harder, leaning forward, her hands searching around the mattress for a grip. They settled on Savannah's feet, the high heels she wore. Her fingers wrapped around them, her hips moved even faster, her eyes rolled back as she fucked herself silly with Elijah's manhood.


"Gimme," she whimpered, only dimly cognizant that she was vocalizing the mantra that had become the only thing running through her cock-drunk brain. "Give it to me, big brother, gimme gimme gimme--"







Elijah acclimated to the pungent taste of Savannah's pussy fairly quickly, and he had a feeling it was thanks to the way he'd dived into it with such a gusto, so eager to taste the fuckhole he'd dominated countless times, to make her blush and moan in the shameful heat of his ministrations. Her reactions were perfect, and he took personal pride in the way her ass slid with increasing urgency across his face, dousing him in her juices, her whorish sounds music to his ears.     

        

He was vaguely disappointed he couldn't see Mara, but he didn't really need to. He could hear her, too, whining hungrily and panting encouragements for him to fill up her insides, and his cock felt right at home in the familiar vise-like hug of her hot wet baby factory. As good as he'd become at holding his jizz at bay, his little sister made it harder and harder the faster and more desperately she rode him, and both his sister sluts were making such lewd noises, doing such lewd things for him, and his cock couldn't wait any longer to show its appreciation.


His tongue froze in Savannah's cunt, buried as deep as it could go, as his shaft aggressively shoved upward and lodged itself similarly inside Mara. His legs stiffened; instinctively, he reached up and around, squeezing Savannah's fishnet-clad butt hard, growling into her as he pumped a thick hot load into his little sister's womb.


"Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeessssss," Mara cried out, her voice shaking, its volume rising and falling randomly. Elijah felt her hips slide randomly around on his lap, the plush cushioning of her butt brushing around on his thighs, her cool hands suddenly feeling around under his shirt, caressing his stomach and his groin. Her pussy walls contracted and clenched until the last drop of his cum was safely inside her, keeping him buried balls-deep.


"Fuck," Elijah panted dazedly, moving his mouth past his big sister's cunt and taking in a few gulping breaths. "Holy shit."


"Mmmmmm," Mara moaned richly. He felt her lower, resting her head on his chest, not letting his still-rock hard cock out of her pussy, and the three of them simply stayed as they were for a moment.







Mara would have happily slept let herself slip into sleep for the night right there, would, in fact, have happily stayed like this for the rest of her life: her perfect big brother's cock deep inside her, his hot seed sloshing around inside her belly, and her head nestled comfortably on his firm chest, the fragrance of his deodorant in her nostrils.


Then she felt Elijah's cum dripping down around his shaft, leaking from her satisfied pussy. Without thinking about it, she rose slightly, hair still spilling onto her brother's chest. She reached back with one hand, scooping up some of the spilled cum with her fingers, and rose the rest of the way, so her eyes were level with Savannah's breasts. They climbed up to the older girl's face.


The two Gordeaux sisters blinked at each other. Savannah was still in position over Elijah's face, both arms behind her, propping her up on the mattress and holding onto his head, her hips gyrating slightly. She'd clearly been watching Mara closely; her expression screamed out that she was eager for the same treatment.


She was so taken off balance by Mara's cum-covered fingers pushing into her mouth that it took her a second to release a muffled sound of confusion.


"You said I should get over my jealous streak," Mara pointed out, giggling. "So I'm working on it. See? Sharing."


The bewildered set of Savannah's eyebrows softened, her eyes warmed, and she laughed around the fingers in her mouth. Reaching up, she held Mara's hand in place, tightened her lips around the fingers, sucking off the cum. When she was done, she relinquished her suction with a pop. "I'm so proud of you," she said dryly.


A sweet smile lit up Mara's face. She ran her hand along her big sister's forehead, brushing aside a lock of hair, hoping the gesture communicated at least part of what she was feeling: that despite her possessiveness of Elijah, despite her 'jealous streak,' she was happy that Savannah was a part of this--a part of her life again.


Maybe it was wishful thinking, but she thought she saw understanding mingling with the affection in Savannah's gaze.


She noticed Elijah peeking up at them from under his busty slut, obviously and touchingly pleased by the interaction of his sisters. She also noticed that his cock was still throbbing at full erection inside her, and she decided to present him with one more offering to help satisfy him for the night.







Elijah only had time to process the sudden cool air on his shaft for a split second; Mara was offering him a hand at the same time as she gingerly let it slide out of her cunt. He wouldn't have minded staying exactly where he was, but he accepted the hand without hesitation, allowing his little sister to help him into a sitting position on the bed.


Once he was up, Mara pecked him on the cheek and then made her way past him on all fours, her butt jiggling, until her head was aligned over her usual pillow. She lowered herself down onto her stomach, looking pointedly up at Savannah, who was still situated where she'd been while Elijah lapped at her pussy. The older girl's eyes were still hazy and her cheeks were still flushed, but she was apparently lucid enough to understand the wordless suggestion. She moved until she, too, was laying on her stomach, right next to Mara, her big pale udders spilling out to either side of her torso, the fishnet body stocking continuing to press into them sumptuously.


Both girls looked up at him over their shoulders--a coy, confident come-hither smile on the face of the little sister who'd always been his best friend and was now his dirty little lover, and a shy, barely-contained sluttiness on the face of the big sister who had once been the head of the household but who was now his submissive breeding cow. Their asses pressed together side-by-side, the wide, perfectly shaped, thickly cushioned cum dump attached to Mara, and the smaller, but still round and soft tan-lined one attached to Savannah, both inviting him to have his way with them.


"You're still so hard," Mara cooed sultrily. "You can't go to bed like that."


"Please let us help you," Savannah simpered pleadingly.


Elijah's hands lashed out before he even realized he was doing it, first snapping the panties between Mara's butt cleavage--she giggled breathlessly, biting her lower lip--and then tearing a wide hole in Savannah's fishnet body stocking, leaving her ass bare and her fuckholes more accessible, prompting a depraved, throaty moan from her.


Then he took what was his.


He fucked their butts first, something his sisters had grown to love over the past several months and which always seemed to add an extra dose of vulgarity to the sound of their loud cries, starting with Savannah and then alternating between them. He grasped and juggled the soft pillows that were their asses, spreading the cheeks with his thumbs to enjoy the sight of his thick cock burrowing itself inside their brownish-lipped anuses, or placing his palms on either side of their hips to squeeze their quickly reddening cheeks together while he made them quake and jiggle.


Just as he began to feel the first traces of his oncoming orgasm, Elijah pulled out of Mara's butt, leaving her asshole gaping, its rim throbbing slightly and visibly, matching Savannah's. Waiting for the surging jizz to recede, he set to slapping his cock against the holes he'd been plundering, rubbing it between the cool pliable mounds of their ass cheeks. Both girls looked up at him with heavily-lidded, glazed eyes, their heads resting on their pillows, little pools of drool forming on them below their whimpering mouths.


"I love you, big brother," Mara whispered tenderly.


"P-please don't stop, Eli," Savannah panted bashfully.


Elijah smiled lovingly down at them. "You guys are the best."


He switched to rutting into their pussies, the pussies that were slowly being permanently shaped by his cock, and he fucked them until he'd flooded both of their wombs full of his sticky seed one more time, and then he laid down between them and they cuddled up to him, nestling their heads on his shoulders, their hands instinctively resting near his totally milked dick, and the Gordeaux siblings fell asleep with content looks on their faces, their breaths on each other’s skin and their smells in each other’s noses and their bodies warming each other, anxious for the new day, when they could do it all over again.


-END-



Afterword


I hope you liked the story! I want to apologize to the people who started reading this when I first began to post it, in late 2012, and who were made to wait for over a year before they got any kind of closure. I will be writing more stories in the future, and I promise you that you will never have endure such long waits again, and that when I post something in the Stories section, it will be with the commitment to finish it.


